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ON Quixote having not only been well re- 85 
ceiv'd upon the Stage, but alſo having clear'd 
himfelf with Reputation from the Slander and 
Prejudice which malicious Criticks had reſolv'd 
upon, to ſully and blaſt him; I could not forbear ſuffer- 
ing him to aſpire to this ſecond Honour, of dedicating 
himſelf to Your Grace, from whoſe noble and unbiaſs'd 
Judgment, he may aſſure himſelf of an obliging Recep- 


tion, and a generous Security. 


The Honour your Grace, and the reſt of the Nobility A 
and Gentry did me, to fee this Play in its Rehearſal or 
Undreſs, was a happy Preſage of its future good Fortune; 
ZE the Stars were all in conjunction to do me Good; and, 
l think, I may ſafely ſay, without offence, That when 
che Ladies came to my Third Day, there never was at 
chis time of the Year, in the Hemiſphere of the Play- 
houſe, ſo dazzling and numerous a Conſtellation ſeen 
1 1 V 0 | . 15 = | | 
3X 'Tis, Madam, from your Grace's proſperous Influence 
chat I date my good Fortune and I ſhall be very glad 
if this poor Offspring of my Brain has Merit ae. to 
IF deſerve the Honour of a Smile from ſo great and ſo 
good a Patroneſs, e . 
Farther I dare not proceed on this Subject, left I 
ſhould involve my {elf raſhly, in praiſe of what is even 
ioo great for Praiſe it ſelf; aad Yo only ſhew my own. 
Ambition, in aſpiring to write on ſo glorious a Theme, 
without doing you any Juſtice, who are always infinitely 8 
| OR i CE above 


, * 


iv The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
above whateyer my Genius can eyer pretend to in that 
nature, p48 3 5 
The World, that knows the noble Stock from which 
you ſprung, are ſenſible that *tis impoſſible for you to 
_ derogate from ſuch flouriſhing and ſignaliz d Virtues: X 
And thoſe likewiſe who conſider you, as the happy Con- 
ſort of the great ORMOND, whoſe indefatigable Zeal to 

| ſerve his Majeſty, and his afflicted Country, with his 
deareſt Blood and Fortune abroad, leaves him ſcarce 
leiſure to dry your Tears up for the laſt parting, or pay 
A his paternal Bleſſing to his dear Children at home, ought 
if to behold your Grace with double Reverence, and unite 
 — their Prayers and Wiſhes, that all things in his abſence 
jl may tend to your Comfort. Satisfaction, and Honour; 
l and that the troubleſom Hours may run ſwiftly off, to 
' give way to the tranſporting News of his happy Return 
j RT OT . ĩ ͤ on ns 
bl One of theſe general Admirers of both your match- 
I leſs Deſerts and Virtues, I beſeech your Grace to believe 
il me, whoſe duteous Wiſhes are conſtantly devoted to 
„ your Service, —— And now particularly, may the whole 
Hlierarchy of Angels protect you in the expeſted Hour 
of Trouble; and may the rejoicing worthy, Part o'th? 
World be bleſs'd with another noble, loyal, and yaliant 
OsSORT, great and admir'd as his illuſtrous and never- 
to- be- forgotten Grandfather. And that this unvalued 
Bleſſing, and all others that can make your Grace, and 
that truly noble, and moſt dearly lov'd Hero abroad, 
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' happy in one another, yr ſucceed to your Deſire, is 


— 


the Devotion and daily wiſh of, 
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| Your Grace's moſt Faithful, 7. 
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spoken by Mr. Berterton. 


TN Hopes the coming Scenes your Mirth will raiſe, 
2 To you, the juſt Pretenders to the Bays, 

3 1 | The Poet humbly thus a Reverence pays. 

Z And you, the Contraries, that hate the Pains 
labour d Senſe, or of improving Brains; 
That feel the Laſhes in a well-writ Play, 

He bids perk up and ſmile, the Satire ſleeps to day. 
Our Sancho bears no Rods to make ye ſmart ; 

= Proverbs and merry Jokes are all his Part. 

XX The Modiſh Spark may paint, and lie in Paſte, 

= Wear a huge Steinkirk twiſted to his Waſte; 


4 | And not ſee here, how foppiſh he is dreſs'd. 

» Ie Country Captain, that to Town does:come, 
From his Militia Troop and Spouſe at home, 

i To beat a London-Doxy's Kettle- Drum, 

„ One, who not only the whole Pit can prove, 
\ That fhe for Braſs Half Crowns has barter'd Love: 
. 8 th Eighteenpenny Whoremaſter above, 
d With his Broad Gold may treat his pliant Dear, 


£3 8 Without being ſhown a bubbled Coxcomb here. 


3 rave Dons of Bus'neſs may be Bulkers Cullies, 
c - = And crop-ear d Prentices ſet up for Bullies, 


And not one Horſewhip Laſh here flaug their Follies, 
XZ Nay, our hot Blades, whoſe Honour was ſo ſmall, 
== They'd not bear Arms, becauſe not Colonels all; 

7 That wiſh the French may have a mighty Slaughter ; 3 
Bit wiſh it ſafely on this ſide o'th Water: 
ret when the King returns, are all prepar'd 

Lo beg e in the Standing Guard; 
oven theſe, the Sons of Shame and Cowardice,. 
il "ſcape ns ROW, tho "tis a curſed Vice. 
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5 ROLOGUE, 


6 PROLOGUE. 


Would right a Lady's Honour in the anon] 
Jo puniſh Raviſhers, to Death would run: 


Some of our Knights now, rather would make one, 
Who finding a young Virgin, by Diſaſter, 
Ty d to a Tree, would rather tie her faſter. 
ret theſe muſt ſcape too 3 ſo indeed muſt all; 
Nor the Horn'd Herd within yon City Wall. 
| May ſell her rotten Ware without Rebuke, 


| May trade, and th' old Tope Knipperkin in private. 


. May have Relations here, for ought I know, 


Our Author has a Famous Story choſe, _ 
Whoſe Comick Theme nd Perſon does expoſe 
But the Knights-Errant ; and pray where are thoſe? Y 
There was an Age, when Knights with Lance and n 


But thoſe Romantic Days————>—alas ! are gone; 
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Court-Cuckold-makers now no Feſt does maul; 8 
The Orange-Miſs, that now cajoles the Duke, 
The young Coquet, whoſe Cheats few Fools 2 dive at, 


The Atheiſt too on Laws Divine may trample, 
4 nd the Plump 88 Prieſt get drunk for Church- Example 


EP I L DO 0 U E. 


. SANCHO, Riding upon his Aſs. 


Ong 7. our Fore- fathers, that pure Wit profe eft, 
There's an old Proverb, That two Heads are bel. 


Dapple and 1 have therefore jogg d this way, 
| Thro' ſheer good Nature, to defend this Play : 
Tho I've. no Friends, yet he (as proof may ſhew) 


For in a Croud, where various Heads are addle, 
May many an Aſs be, that ne'er wore a Saddle. 
'Tis then for him that I this Speech intend, 

' Becauſe I know he is the Poet's Friend: 
And, as tis ſaid, a parlous Aſs once ſpoke, 
When Crab-tree Cudgel aid his Rage provoke 3 
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EPILOGUE. 


0 if you are not civil, bud, 1 fear, 


He'll ſpeak again 


And tell the Ladies, every Dapple here. 


Take good Advice then, and with kindneſs win Finn, Ny 
Tho he looks ſimply, you don't know what's in him © 
He has ſhreud Parts, and proper for his place, 
And yet no Plotter, you may ſee by's Face; 


Fe tells no Lyes, nor does Sedition vent, 


Nor ever brays againſt the Goverment. 


* Then for his Garb, hes like the Spaniſh Nation, 
Still the old Mode, he never changes Faſhion : 
His ſober Carriage too youve ſeen to day; 

But for's Religion, troth I cannot ſay. 

| Whether for Maſon, Burgeſs, Muggleton, 
| The Houſe with Steeple, or the Houſe with none: 


J rather think he's of your Pagan Crew, 


For he ne ber goes to Church no more than vu. 10 
Some that would, by his Looks, gueſs his Opinion, 
Say, he's a Papiſh ; others, a Socinian: | | 
But I believe him, if the truth were know, 


As th' reſt of the Town-Aſſes are, of none : 


But for ſome other Giſi. mind what I ſay, 
Never compare, each Dapple has his Day, 
Nor anger him, but kindly uſe this Play, 

For ſhould you, with. him, conceal'd Parts aiſcloſe, 
Tord! how 11 2270 world wot «ll the Beaus. 


OD * 2 


; matis Perſonæ. 


„ ˙ ne, 


M EN. 


Don Quixote, 2 framick Gentle man of the 1 
Mantha in Span, who Woe ern 9 Bowen, png 
Knight-Errant. 5 
Don Fernando, a young e 40 Mes Powel. 
Cardemo, 2 Gentleman, who being treache- 
rouſiy depriv'd of Luſeinda, his chu. Bownay. | 
Miſtreſs, fell mad. 5 
Ambroſio, a young Student, and Stranger, 3 2 
[nary to W and 2 e Wemag Mr. 22 
ater. 
Perez, a Curate. Mir. Cibber. 
Nicholas, a merry drolling Barber 985 Mr. Harris, | 
Sancho Panca, a dry ſhreud Country Fellow, 
| Squire to Don Quixote, a great Speaker of Mir, Degger. 
Proverbs, which he blunders out upon all Oc- | 
cCaſions, tho never ſo far irom the N | . 
| Gines de Paſſamonte. Mr. Haines. 
 Palamegue, Lope Ruiz, Quartrexz0, eie FF. | 
Martinez, Gally-Slaves 
Officers guarding the Slaves, | 
Second Barber. e 
| Vincent, A humourous Hoſt, or n kee. Mir. Bright, 


WOM E N. 

Marella, 2 youvg beautiful Shepherdeſs who | 
| bates Mankind, and by her Scorn Bad Mrs, racine 
the Death of Chryſo Mom. 

Dorothea, alias Princeſs Micomicona, a young | 8 
Virgin berroth'd to Don Fernando, but deſert- M £3 K 7 bt. 4 
ed by him for Luſcinda, tho alterwards re- Ds mio 
concil'd. 

Luſcinda, 2 young Lady bertock's to E 6 | 
ſtolen trom a Nunnery by Don Fernando, Mrs. Bowman 

whom lhe fled thither to avoid. . 

Tereſa Panca, Wife to Sancho, a filly credulous N zit: Leigh. | 

Country Creature. 1 

Mary the Buxom, Sancho's Daughter, « rude, | | 
laughing, clown Hoyden ; ; incomparably Bu. 7 Ve erbruggen. 

A c4ted by 

Hoſteſs, and * 25 

Maritornes, her Daughter, N | 

The Body of Chryſaſtom. Knights of N Orders. Shepherds 


Shepheideſſes, Inchanters, Inchantreſſes, _ Dancers, and : 
Attendants. . | | 


The SCENE, Mancha in | Spain. A nue e with 4 
| Windmill in projpett.. 
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4 Chanpian, with a nini o diftance. | 


The Curtain drawn, Don Quixote is ſeen arm'd Cap- a pee, | 
upon his Horſe Noſinante; and Sancho by him upon. | 

bDapple his A/, eating a Bunch of Hau-. 5 

Don Mix. e Aucho. Et, = 

* Don. Su. We are now in 

purſuit of valorous Adven- 

tures; enter'd into the plea- 

ſant Fields of Montiel, the Air 


this flowery paſture; and when thou haſt done fo, ſhe 
SE the 


„ eee 


A, 


10 The Comwal Hiſlory. 
the ſame Courteſy to thy own friend Dapple, for they 
have born us this day with a Fortitude and Patience, 
that exact from us an anſwerable Return of Civility, 
San. With all my Heart, Sir; and I wiſh that Dapple's 
| Generoſity could be as civil to me, as I to him, and 
return me a good Refreſhing too: for as the Caſe of 


my Belly now ſtands, I find my Fortitude and Patience, 
inclining to yield to the Giant Hunger; and methinks, 


I begin to wiſh my ſelf an Aſs too, that we might im- 
prove good fellowſhip, and lovingly dine together. 


8-7 .  _ [XKifſeng Dapple. 
Don Qu. Do not indulge thy ſelf too much upon thy 


Belly, good Sancho; an Epicure contradifts the function 
of the Squire of a Knight-errant, entirely: go, do as 
I have order'd, and at thy return I will give thee the 
| honour of a Conference. — N 


San. If the Conference were to be over a good pieee 


of Beef and Cabbage, I could confer now like any 


Clergyman ; but I don't like theſe windy Exhortations 


without Meat, ——[ 4ſide. Now am I to be fed with 


a tedious Tale of Knight-Errantry, when my Guts are 


all in an uproar within me for want of better proviſion, 


3 x; I Exit with Roſin. and Dapple. 
Don Su. The groſs and ſordid quality of this Fellow, 


gives me the better reflection upon my ſelf; for as his 
Thoughts are groveling, like his Nature, ſo mine are 


eleyatelike myProfeſſion; On which let me now conſider 


A little. What art thou? And what wouldſt thou be, 


Don Quixote? A Renown'd Knight-Errant, a Tamer of 
Giants, a Righter of Wrongs, a Defender of er e. a 
Protector of Juſtice; in fine, a Scourge to the infamous 


World, and a noble Retriever of the golden Age : But 
hold, Illuftrious Don, you are not Knighted yet, and 


conſequently incapable of theſe Performances. What 


then? as I have read in Books of Chiyalry, I may till Z 
_ Undertake an eaſy Adventure, under the Title of the 
| Maiden-Knight, till 1 receive that Honour, and then 


proceed, the Glory of that Function, the Terror of all 


b Miſcreants, and the Delight and Wonder of enſuing 


Apes, 4 
Re-onter 


— 


| | of Don Quixote. 11 


266k 51% , ODS: : 557-3 {17 Tr beds 
Suan. So, thanks be to Lady Flora, the Beafts are 
. well provided for, page is happy, he is exerciſing his 

1 Grinders yonder, whilſt I carry mine here only for ſhew; 

f for the Devil of any other uſe will my Maſter ferme have 

i for em: See now is he making his Dinner upon. 

1 Cogitations, and I am to have the Scraps of em for 
4 mine; Honour and Air is always our fare. Oh Sancho, 

A Sancho! What haſt thou brought thy ſelf to? 
J Don Q. Oh Dulcinea del Toboſo ! Thou Light of all 

y il Eyes, Empreſs of my Soul, and Sovereign Princeſs of 

v4 my Heart 2nd . [K 5 
as San. Ay, tis fo, Thong of his ſuppos'd Miſtreſs, 
bs a Murrain take her, is the Courſe; and no doubt a 

* Conceit of the next beating for her will be the ſecond. 
be Oons, this is choice Diet, I grow damnable fat upon't.. 
ny Oh Dunce! You muſt leave Wife and Children to goa 
a Squiring, muſt ye? Well can you eat Graſs, good Squire? 


Can your Worſhip dine upon Clover? you may find 
Sallads in abundance , but like the Spaniſh Boors, your 
| Countrymen, the Devil of any Meat to em, moſt Noble 
** Az. Now Animal of little Faith, and leſs Inge- 
nuity, what are you grumbling art 
San. Why trotb, Sir, if your Worſhip: will needs. 
know, my Belly and I have had a ſharp Combat; it 
was grumbling at me for a good Dinner, and I was 
cramming it as well as I conld with the good hopes of 
the Ifland your Worſhip has. promis'd me, when you: 
come to be Emperour of. — what d'ye call it?: 
Don Qu. Empires, Sancho, have their Titles as va- 
rious as the Ways to atchieve em; but let it ſuffice thee, 
that when 1 am dubb'd Knight, as with the firſt opportu- 
nity I mean to be, Adventures of that nature will flow in: 
upon us: ſo that in the ſpace that one may trim a Beard, 
an Empire may drop into my mouth, and an Iſland, or 
at leaſt an Ear}dom, into thine, - FVV 
San. Pray Heaven my Government afford me Beef 
enough, to make amends ior all theſe Days of faſting: 
enter 4 5 : . 2 FE 7 But 
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* But I have found to my ſorrow in your Service hitherto, 

1 that fair Words butter no Parſnips; he is blind enough 

1 | that ſees not thro' the holes a Steve :. Deſert and 

EReward ſeldom keep Company; and none are Fools | 
ih! always, tho every one ſometimes ; better on bare Foot 
14 than no Foot at all; and thou art known by him that 


| doth thee feed, not by him that doth thee breed; and 
Don Qu. Wheiw ! a plague on thee, where the Devil 


|; | art thou running with thy Flim-flams ? What time of 

| Lear hence doſt think I ſhall anſwer thee, if thou runn'ſt 

| on threading thy Proverbs at this rate? 
. San. Well, well, Sir, that's all one; let every one 
| be the Son of his own Wars, for under the name of 

j _ a Man one may become Pope; for my part, 1 ſee Land 
1 every day more than other; you promis'd Iſlands and 

| Earldoms; but how you ſhall get em, or I govern em, 

| 


is the queſtion: the Sanchos know better how to govern, 
a Plough than a Province; and ſince I have been your 
Squire, I have got no Preferment yet, but 9 and 
more Cudgels, Blows and more Blows : I have been but 
three days out a Squireing, and if drubbing could get 
me an Iſland, I have Jefery'd one as big as Great Bri- 
„ D dr 
Don Qu. Battles of Honour, Sancho, ſhould not be diſ- 
paraged by the baſe Epithet of Drubbing; thou haſt 
5 — nobly, and as noble ſhall be thy Reward: there- 
fore I once more tell thee, fear not thy Bones, and 
thou ſhalt be great; only becauſe I know thou art an 
Admirer of Proverbs, always remember this _ That 
Patience grows not in every one's Garden. W 
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San. Ay, and pray, Sir, do you remember this, that 
| there is not always good Chear where there's a ſmoking. 
Chimnef; and there's Proverb for Proverb. — But yet 
a a plague on't, this plaguy Government won't out of 

my head; and * Is it with as much 

Confidence, as if he were Emperor already, and car- 


ry'd the Keys of it at his Girdle. Let me ſee 
to be Don Sancho, good; to fit upon my Velvet 
| Cuſhions of State, and look big upon my 9 i 

RANT 7 E . good 
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, Don ee 1 3 


good again; then to have my Wife be a Counteſs, and 
come to me in a Morning with ——Good morrow my 
Lord the Governor, hab, ha, ha, very good, faith ——, 
Admirable! I am tranſported at the thoughts on't ; there- 
fore Bones ache, Guts grumble, L am reſoly'd to. be 
great in defiance of ye both. 


Don Su. Hah! What do 1 ſee! 


Thanks to 


thoſe propitious Stars that uſher my Renown and For- 
tune: Occaſion offers it ſelf in a moſt glorious Adyen- 


San. Whar $ the matter now ? 
Don Qs. Seeſt thou that Giant, Leiche 


[Points at the Scene. 


San. Giant, 8 8 
Don Su. That monſtrous Giant, with Arms alma. 


two Leagues long! See how he ſwings em about, and 0 


fans himſelf to 8000 his Head. 
San. I ſeẽ no Giant, not I, I ſee a Windmill. 


Don Qs. is the dreadful Giant Caraculiambro, Ty- 
rant of the Iſland Mallindrania, who devours every day 
to appeaſe his hunger, 12 new born Children bak'd, 


whoſe Bones he grinds between his Teeth to powder. 


San. Ha, ha, ba n the Giant Windmilliam- 
bro you mean, Tyrant of the Iſland of Wheat, Barley, 
and Oats, twelve Baſhels of which he every Day deyours, 


and grinds the Grains between the Stones to. powder. 


Don Qu. See there, an innocent Wretch dreſs'd all in 


White, whom the horrid Cannibal is juſt now drawing 
into his Mouth, 

San, Oons ! What Jonocent ? ? Shs Wretch ? what 
Mouth: Why don't you ſee *tis the Miller in his White 
Coat, going to carry a Sack into the Mill. Door: 

Don 2s. I tell thee tis one of the Brood of Anton, 


whom 1 am oblig'd to cut off from the face of the 
Earth: therefore ſaddle Reſinante inſtanily ; and if thou 
art. afraid, go aſide thy ſelf, and pray, whilſt I enter 


into cruel and unequal Battle, 


San. Battle, Gadsbud, Sir, are-ye blind 2 will ye bis: 


tile a Windmill ? have ye a mind Jour Brains ſhould be 
daſh'd out with the Sails? 


Don „. 
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Don Qu. Jolt-head, to thee they may ſeem Sails, but 
to me they are like the hundred Arms of its Brother- 
Glant Briareus, whom I will inſtantly lop off and deſtroy, 
1 with whoſe Spoils we will begin to be rich. Away, 
I ap, that I may perform an Exploit for After-times to 
1 wonder at — Stand thou proud Miſcreant, and fly me 
15 not; 1 will attack thee alone. Oh Beautiful and Ador'd 
| Diulcinea, influence now thy Knight, I beſeech thee! 
1 I come Cannibal, I come Stay, ſtay, thou Monſter, 

F F ; Exit Don Quixote. 
| San. Stay, ſtay; Ay you need not fear but the Wind- 
1 mill will ſtay for ye: D'ſheart, he'll be knock'd o'th' 
| Head now; and there's my Iſland gone before I come 
i tot —— Why Sir, Sir, come back for ſname: Ah Plague 
of his mad Pate! What a Devil ſhall I do with him! 
n 2001075 290 1100 EW GURENG I Bs. 
SCENE II. As Inn. 
wh 57 Enter Perez and Nicholas. 
Nicho. Gone from her Father's houſe? © 

Perez. Moſt certainly, and as tis thought in ſearch of 
Don Fernando; who forgetting all his former Vows and 


if 5 | Promiſes of Mar riage to her, AS commo! Fame reports, 
 —- Afſuddenly intends to wed Luſcinda, „ 


Nicho. Luſunda——— Why *tis in every one's mouth Y 
that ſhe has long ſince been Cardenzo's Miſtreſs. 5 


Perex. Ay, and more than 'that———has been be- 
troth'd to him: but that's all one, the old Man her 

| Father's Love of Money, Luſcinda's Frailty and Don © 
Fernando's Treachery, has it ſeems brought my poor 
Niece Dorothea to this Diſtreſs; and poor Cardenio to a 
worſe; who, as 'tis ſaid, ſtark mad, tuns wild amongſt 
yonder Mountains of Sierra Moren. | 
Nicho. But leaving this diſcourſe, now let's mind our 

new Affair that we agreed on laſt Night about Don 
Quixote, when we heard the two mad Fools, Maſter and 


Man, were gone a Knight-Erranting. _ ny,” 
' Perez. I have been cudgelling my Brains ever ſince, 

with ſtudying how to retrieve em; for I confeſs it trou- 

Pa be 15 „ bles 


af Don Quizore:. 5 


bles me, that a Man of clear Senſe, good Learning, 
and ſound Judgment, on all other Subjects and Affairs, 
ſhould be ſo 2 vewitch'd upon the Oy ridiculous | 
of all, Knight-Errantry,. 


Nic ho. 'Tis indeed a ſtrange Infatuation. 


Perex. But I think I have employ'd my time very well 

to day in your abſence; for whilſt: you have been en- 
quitiag which way the whimſical Knight i is gone, I, and 

the old Woman his Houle- keeper, haye been burning 


his Books. 


Nicho, That was our laſt Reſolve, 1 remember, and | 


will no doubt contribute to his Cure; for 'tis moſt cer- 


tain, that thoſe Romantick Books of Knighthood and 
Poetry have been the main Cauſe of all his frantick Hu- 3 
mours hut ſee, here comes mine Hoſt. Le | 


Enter vincent laughing. 
vine, Hah, hah, ha, ha, ba. 


Nis ho. How now mine Hoſt; What price 8 Oats 
and Barley, hah? What new ' Ambaſſador, or noble 
Gueſt, with his large Pockets cram'd with Spaniſh gs, 
has made you ſo merry this morning? . 
Vinc. Ha, ha, ha, ha. Oh my heart, Oh my 1 5 
Lungs, Tha, ba, ha, ha, Don Miele, Don Need, a 

ha, ha, ha, ha. | 


a Why what: of him 


Vinc. The mad Fool has been clinging a Windmill 5 
N and ſwears was a Giant: The Sails Whisk'd 
him about like a rat in a mill-wheel, indangering his 
Neck every minute, till at laſt Fortune unwilling to ſpill 
the ſmall quantity of Brains remaining, threw him ſome 

12 yards off into a Fiſh-pond; ba, ha, has ba, Ob 
I ſha] | 


urſt, ha, ha, ha, ha. 


Nie ho. And where is pine 
Vinc. Here juſt by, with his Booby Sancho; but the 


beſt Jeſt is, he perſuades himſelf that 'tis all done by 
Inchantment of ſome Magician that owes him a ſpite, 
and that this Misfortune has happen'd only becauſe he 
was not Knighted ; and therefore has intreated me to 
do that Honour for him; calls me, Sir Conſtable, and 
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my Lord; and my Inn, a Caſtle: and I am now 
going to get my Wife, my Daughter, and two or three 
other merry Fellows to aſſiſt me in the Ceremony, for 
I'm reſoly'd to carry on the Jeſt; and if you'll ſtay with 
me till to morrow morning, you ſhall ſhare int. 
pPerex. With all my heart, the Diyerſion muſt needs be 
ſurprizing. Come, prithee let's go and find him Out. 
VNicho. Oh yonder comes Sancho, firſt lets hear 
| what am > u ĩ y ĩͤ ß gd: 
ee e ee e 


% p 


Sancho. Thanks be to good Luck He has ſav'd 
his Neck, however. Gramercy Fiſh-pond, our Adven- 
tures had all been at an end elſe, Faith; and ſo had my 
Government too, with all the noble Hopes of 5 5 
Preferment : Yonder he is, às wet aß à Water-Spaniel 
that has juft been diving; and as angry, as if tbe Wind- 
mill had call'd him Coward, or Son of a Whore; and to. 
provoke him more, had ra.l'd againft Knigbt-Errantry. 
-  Nicho, Ob, Neigbbour, well met — Well, how 
goes matters? How fares our noble Eciend, your Maſter? 
mine hoſt tells us he has been fighting a deviliſh Giant 
yonder: Prithee how was't, for IL am ſure, you muſt 
Sancho. Tho I know no ſuch matter, l'm reſolv'd to 
banter the Barber however. ce] 3 Why "tis even too 
true, Friend, 'twas a damnable Giant, his Name was 
Garlick de Gambo; and would you believe it, Neighbour, 
each Eye of him was as big as one of your Baſons; 
each Tooth as long as one of your Poles, and as ſharp. 
as a Razor; his Chin had Beard enough to ſerve a 
whole Pariſh with Bruſhes ; and his Mouth was as wide as 
your Shop-door, Neighbour: This is Truth, upon my 
-Saurehodd, LW am: od So 
Nicho. Bleſs us! Why this was , prodigious ; Come, 
let's go and congratulate him-immediately, 


Perez». The Lye is prodigious indeed. Afide.] Ay, 


: ”Y Fe. 


come, with all my Heart.. 
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_ of Don Quixote. 17 
„ TITS 
Hoſteſi. Good luck betide us, have I found ye ſo 
merry at laſt; there has been ſuch a Noiſe within yon- 
der, the Houſe has been too hot to hold us: There's | 


two Women, or Furies, (for I know not what to make 
of em) enquiring for ye: One of em has a Tongue 


— 


louder than a ſow-gelder's Horn: She ſays, ſhe has come 
three Leagues after ye this Morning, and will haye ye 

if ye are above Ground. She has a long lean wither'd 
VWValnut- coloured Face ; ſhe's as dirty as a Gipſy, and as 


ill. dreſsd as a Rag - woman. 


Sancho. Oh Plague, that muſt be my Wife by the 

bODeſcription; and what kind of Creature is with her, 
| Hoſteſs, A young Todpole Dowdy, as freckled as a 
Raven's Egg, with matted Hair, ſnotty Noſe, and a 
Pair of Hands as black as the Skin of a Tortoiſe, with 


Nails as long as a Kite's Talons upon every Finger. 


Sancho, Ay, that's my Daughter too, I know by her 
Cleanlineſs: I ſtole away from em with a deſign to 


2 my ſurprize Wife with a Counteſs-ſhip' before ſhe was 


XZ Tere. Oh, Dromedary, thou founder'd Mule without 


aware; but ſince they have found me out by the Scent, 
let em come in with a Pox to em. Exit Hoſteſs, | 


Enter Tereſa and Mary, Weeß ing. 


3 a Pack- ſaddle; or what other foul Beaſt ſhall I call thee, 


for Man thou art not, nor haſt not been to me, Heaven 
AF knows the time when: Art not thou aſham'd to ſee me, 
AY thou Ninccmfoop ?:: 
Sancho. Why how now crooked Rib, how now Cro- 
2X codile ; Can your Tongue _- this Morning? Is the 


* 


3X Matrimonial Horn- pipe tuning alreadſ77ꝛ © | 
I Mary. O Lord, Vather, why would you run away ſo, 
Vather? And how do you think I ſhall get my new Pair 
of green Stockings home; and have my, Sabbath-day 
Shoes mended, it you leave me and my Mother. in this 
Falhion ?. Oh ho, h... Howl out: 

Sancho. If any one wants a Pair of Marriage Bag- pipes, 


is The Comical Hiſtory 
I can ſell him now a rare Bargain: A Man that had her 


which he burnt firſt. Oons, what a Coil is here? 


| Devil? Have not I been moſt true and loving to thee, 7 


when thou haſt been as full of Mire, as a Hog in a 
Highway? Nay, and what's more, the laſt Night we 


_ ©. Mary, You don't do well, Vather, ſo you don't, to 
call my Mother ſuch Names, ſhe's no Drum; lookee, i 
_ flidikins, if any one elſe had call'd her a Drum, I'd ha- 
| ſet my Nails in the Jaws of un. >. ol 


Pots Ter ef. Ay » you fee the Child will take her Mother's 1 


don't be afraid of his Whittle: Truth has a good Face, 3 
| tho the Quoif be torn; ſpeak to him I ſay, Mary. a 


that for her; Well, Offspring mine, Mary the BZuxom, 


for a Wife, and an Acre of Thiſtles, need not care 
Tereſ. How have I deſerv'd this, thou Man of the 


mended thee weekly from Fop to Toe, and taken as 
much Care of Dapple thy Aſs, as if he had been born 
of my own Body? Have I not clip'd the Briſtles of thy 
Beard with Wife-like Patience, that no filthy Vermin 
might breed there; and waſh'd thee with my own Hands 


were, in Bed together, would I may never drink more, 3 
if I did not move to thee inthe way of Kindneſs, whilſt 


thou lay'ſt ſnoring like a drunken Carrier, and at laſt 4A 


gav'ſt me a huge Thump, enough to ſpoil a Woman's 2 
Childing for ever after. 
Sancho. Why, thou ſhe Cormorant, thou Man-de- 8 


vourer, have 1 been beating the Conjugal Drum this: 
twenty years, and doſt thou blame me now for Snoring? 


Oh Conſcience, Conſcience, where art tou: 


Sancho. Here's a mettled Whore too; *bud, a Word 
or two more would make that young Cat ſet her Claws 


in my Face indeed. 


part, however. Go to him Mary, ſpeak to him Child, 


Sancho, Nay, Mary's an admirable Speaker, I Il ſay 4 


Mary. Why, 1 ſay, you ſhall go home with us now 


we have found ye, Vather; I can't get the Cow home 


to night without ye: And there's a Bag of Barley muſt "i 
be carried to the Mill too: Gadſniggers, I'll hold faſt by 3 

late, hold of his Arm. 
=. Tereſa. 
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Don Quixote. 19 
Tereſ. And 1'll ſlick cloſe to other. {Takes the ot her. 
Sancho. So, now is here the true ſign of the Marriage 
Mouſe- trap; and I, a Pox on me, am the unlucky Ver- 
min that's caught in't: I'm a notable Figure now, I 
believe, if my Picture were drawn : Sbud, you Man- 


Leaches, let go my hand ; or, by my Hollidame—— 


Mary. O Lord you may'nt ſwear, Vather, the Deyil 


will have you if you ſwear. 


Sancho. And his Dam, there, will have thee, if thou 


| follow'ſt her Advice, ye young Oaf. Here am I, that 
by ſeeking noble Adventures, am going to be an Earl; 
and in the twinkling 
both Counteſſes: and yet. this Devil of a Woman will 


of a Star to be able to make ye 


be always croſſing me, and damning her ſelf to Clouted 


Shoes, and a Canvas Smock all days of her Life. 


Mary. A Counteſs! O Lord, is that true Mother? 
Tereſ. Plhaw, waw, ne'er mind thoſe great ſounding 
Titles, Fool, they are a great deal too big for our Mouths, 
Mary; my Name has been always Tereſa, and Good- 
wife Pauca ; and thou, time out of mind, haſt been 
called Moi, ot Mary; and at the latter end of my days 
to be called Counteſs, and I know not what, I ſhall 
| | [ ee ps. 
Sancho. Why, there tis now; A Plague on't, wo 


would put Hony into an Aſſes Mouth? I am making my 
2 ſelf a Governor, and ſetting her upon Velvet Cuſhions - 
of State, and this plaguy Woman of Barrabas, in ſpite | 
of me, will ſit bare buttock'd upon a Dunghill. 


Mary. And do you fay, that I ſhould be a Goyernor's 


Daughter, and ſir upon a Cuſhion too, Vather ? 


Sancho, Wowns, thou ſhalt be a Counteſs I tell thee 


; | in a Month's time, if that Adder there would leaye her 
Hiſſing, and let me be quiet: I would marry thee in an 
& inſtant to the great Lord Don Mhirligigario, Son and Heir 


to the t'other great Lord Don Wachum : Thou ſhouldſt 
walk in the Streets with thy Train held up, and twa 
embroidered Lacqueys holding an Umbrel over thee, to 
keep thy amiable Phiz from Tanning O_o 

Mary, Ha, ha, ha, ha. oh Gemini, and that 
will fit my Humour to a Button, Vather ; Well, Yo 


20 The Comical Hiſlory © 

| firſt thing I would do, ſhould be to learn to be proud, 
and look ſcornfully; 1 warrant I'd cny my ſelf like A 
Counteſs quickly, 

: Tereſa. Alas, poor Mawkin, ſhe's bewitch'd already 
1 find this Earldom will be the undoing of the poor Ja e. 
do what I can: Why hear me, thou Father of Folly, 
thou wilful Corrupter of thy own Fleſh and Blood: Does 
that Child look as if ſhe could walk in State with her 
Train held up? Dſheart, twill give me the Gripes to 
hear how the Folks will laugh at her: Look how ſtately 
the Hoggruber goes, ſays one; ſhe that was yeſterday 
at her ſpinning. Wheel, and went to Chureh with the 
skirt of her Coat over her Head, to keep her from the 
Rain, has now a Tail three yards long, ſays another; 
and an Umbrel to defend her Olive- coloured Counte- 
nance, with a Pox to her, ſays a third. This will be the 
_ ery all the Village over; therefore come away Ys. 
and don't be a Counteſs, Child, : 
Sancho. Call thy Mother Fool, Mary 5 Buxom, and 
be a Counteſs in ſpite of her: Remember thou art to 
be married, and breed a Race for the Honour of the 
8 think . che! Joung' Lord Tra 6 wed 
C i 

Tereſ. Think upon ow fall, Mary, nee tou 
haſt ſometimes worn Shoes, and ſometimes none, Child. 

Sancho. Crooked Logs make aun Fires ; think upon 
Don Whirligigario, Moll. 

Mary. Ay, ay, Vather, I'm for Don eee 
and there's no more to be ſaid; but let my Mother fit 
bare buttock d 1 870 a Dunghil, if ſhe will, I'll be a 
Counteſs. _ | 

Sancho. That's my good Girly look'ee Tereſa, the 
Court has given their Judgment, your n! is fork. oat 
Courſe. | 

- Teref, Well Satan, L know thou Joſt it to break my a 
Heart, thou cruel Man;-for the very hour that I ſhall. 
Tee that Girl a Counteſs, will be the hour of my Death 0 
I'm ſure, the Jade will never be able to know her ſelf, 
ſhe'll be every minute hoydning and diſcovering her 
coarſe Thread: Well, ſhe's thy own, do what thou vi 

* N wit 


of. Don Quixote. 21 
with her; but for my part, I'll ne'er conſent to it, and 
ſo farewel : A Counteſs! O Lord, I've no Patience to 
in f [LET 
3 Mary. Good Lord, now is my Mother as ruſty as au 
old Cow that has got the Belly-Ach, but I care not; ſhe 
2X dares not beat me, becauſe ſhe knows I'll beat her again. 
Well, de hear Vather, be ſure you make me a Counteſs 
„ 25 ſoon as ever you ca ng. 
4 Sancho. I warrant thee, Girl; and let thy Mother go 
© and fume at home with the Smoke in the Chimney- cor- 
ner: He that loſes his Wife and Six Pence loſes a Teſter ; 
Thou art my Darling, and ſhalt ere long be a Lady; for 
| ſhe that has Luck has better than a good Eſtate in Re- 
"TX verſion; and the full Bags of Fools command Wiſe-Men 
for Followers. I by Rollei Adventures intend to be 
a Governor; and when I am ſo, I intend to make thee. 
richz and when thou art rich, no body will ſay thou 
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. art Freckled, nor think thee a Dowdy, 
_— = ' For Gold makes Country Joan look fare and bonny, 


150 old and chop'd, and skinn'd like Orange Tawny. 
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: ACT I. SCENE I. Continuer. 


Enter Perez with à Letter, and Nicholas. 


1 OE. 


— * 
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ND are you ſure, Mr. Curate, that 
S your Letter is authentick, and 
that it ſays poſitively, your Niece 
& Dorothea lives diſguis'd amongſt | 
the Shepherds of Cordoua? 
Perez, Tis moſt certain, for 
Co © = "the Diſcoverer of her is my par- 
IF ticular Friend; one of the beſt of that Quality too in 
all the Country, and has been often with me at her 
Father's Houſe, . 
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22 The Comical Hiftory 
| | Nicho, 'Tis very odd, when this Devil Love gets once 
into à young Female Noddle, what Tricks and Gambols 
will it make her play: I had rather be oblig'd to tame a 
- Hare in the beginning of March, and make it come to 
my hand, than any Woman in her Pride of Eighteen, 
if once ſhe be touch'd with this loving Furx. 
pere z. He writes me word here, he diſcover'd her one 
Evening by her Singing, for ſhe can ſing too like an 
Arch- Angle. The pretty Rogue was waſhing her Feet 
in alittle Brook that runs juſt by his Cottage; the White- 
| neſs of which made him at firſt ſuſpe& her Sex, till 
viewing her Face nearer, he knew her perfectly, yet 
diſcover'd not himſelf, but follow'd her, and by = 
means found her Abode among the Shepherds. 
Nicho. And how d'ye intend to get her thence? _ 
- Perez, Occaſion offers fitly; to morrow will be the 
Funeral of Chry/oflom, a young, witty and learned Eng- 
_ liſh Gentleman, that for the Love of a coy beautiful 
Virgin of theſe Precincts, call'd Marcella, put on a 
Shepherd's Habit to court her ;- but ſhe diſdaining him, 
he deſpair'd and dy'd. At this Ceremony will attend all 
the Shepherds hereabouts, and there will be a Dirge 
ſung, with other Rural Games, made 7 a dear Friend 
and Country-man of his, call'd Ambroſio, in honour of 
the dead Man's Memory. Now among this Troop 'tis 
| probable ſhe comes, and I may then ſurprize her? 
VNVicho. Tis likely enough I confeſs; and to aſſiſt a 
little, good Mr. Curate, I'll be there too; and if the 
Clergy miſs her, perhaps the Laity may come in for 
a Snack, But come, let's mind our preſent Diverſion; 
| here comes mine Hoſt, the Antick Ceremony of the 
Enighthood will be perform'd immediately. _ 
E᷑nter Vincent, Hoſteſs, and Maritorneſs. 
Ah ! the Devil take all mad Fools: Was ever Man ſo 
palwKkhagu'd? Come Wife, Daughter, and Gentleman, pray 
mind all your Inſtructions, that I may bumour this fran- 2? 
tick Aſs with a ſham Knighthood, and ſo get hiny out 
of my Houſe, for I ſhall be undone if he ſtays a day 
longer inte roſe up in a Dream juſt now, and 
e 15 e ; fanſying 
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4 fanſying he was fighting with Giants, falls a flaſhing two 
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for my part, I thought the Devil was in the Man. 
Vincent. Ay Gad, I'll get clear of him preſently 
Oh, vonder 1 fee him; He's coming with his Armour 
to this Well, which he takes to be a confecrated Foun- 
tain, and therefore a Place fit to be Knighted in. Come, 


Armour, and laughing at him. 


mour, that wondrous Caſe, that muſt defend this Body from 


down by that moſt Holy Fountain, whilſt, like a Tor- 


[San. lays down the Armour. 


pray and faſt ever ſince l came into your Service : I 


de an Earl and-Goyernor, and the Devil and all; but 


— 


ix | yi 4 Red Wine, that ſtood up in a Corner, and har | 
= fpilt tw 


"F Nicho, And ſuch are not only excus'd from Civility 
Marit. He calls me Princeſs, Radiant, and Incompa- | 
rable; and told me my Eyes glitter'd brighter than Venus 
or Mercury, with a World more of ſuch Gibberiſh, that 


come all in, let's leave him to himſelf a little, whilſt I 
go and get all my merry Grigs ready for the Song and 
Dance; we'll fool him methodically however. [Exennz: . 
Z Enter D. Quix. ſtrip d, and San. following, carrying his 
bo, 9. Set down the Shell of my Renown, my Ar- 
vile Inchanters, Monſters, Giants, Furies; there, ſet em 


toiſe, ſtrip'd of her defence, I crawl about, and grovel- 

ling, kiſs the Earth, till Fate ordains the Honour to re- 
IF trieve em. Go Sancho, go thou aſide, my faithful Squire, 

and pray z Squires have no other Office in this Ceremony. 


3X Sarcho. Why the truth on't is, Sir, you have nick d 
me there to a Hair, for my whole Office has been to 


have told my Wife Tereſa Wonders of ye, that I am to 


—— > <-. vc. AS * 
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the. Horſe next the Mill carries the Griſt: Miſchiefs come 
by the Pound, and go away by the Ounce: God ſend || 1 
me a good Deliverance, 1 ſay ; I am a Fool, 1 find it. 
Don u. No, if thou would'ſt have thy ſelf unrayePd, 7 
thou art a Mixture of Knaye and Fool; the Weights are 
often equal, but now, I think, the Fool weighs down | 
5 Balance: thou art non a ſilly def} pogding Var - 
Sancho. Well, well, 7 nothing is, a little goes 
a great way; and an old Dog will learn no Tricks. 
What a Devil d'ye. call this Well a Fountain for } 
And who the Devil conſecrated it, unleſs it be two or | 
three dozen of bald. pate Frogs I heard pe in't? 1 

| Don Qs. Hark, I hear em coming. 
4 Martial N oiſe of Drums and Trumpets are heard 
hin. A 
1 1 ſay, and do as I mand thee ; and if thou 
| haſt a Prayer better than ordinary, that treats of Knight- 
| hood, and of brave Exploits, per . it with a Stomach ; 

do it, as thou uſeſt to eat, voraciouſſy. 

Sancho. Why there's another very pretty Task too, 
a thing that would baffle: the whole Clergy, as I'm a 
true Squire, to pray as heartily as one can eat; ds bud, 
there s ne'er a Prieſt in Chriſtendom can do't. 3 
Don Qu. I have a ſhreud Suſpicion that this Belly of 
thine, Sancho, will hinder” thy Preferment; whenever 
the Squire of a Knight. Errant n himſelf to Equing, 3 
Honours fall off inſenſibly. Y 2 
Sancho. Why then the De vil take all Honours; 32a 
hungry Horſe makes an ill Journey; and half a Loaf is 
better than no Bread: rather than ſtarve for a Dover: "nh 
norſhip, 1 I'll be plain with you, Sir 8 
Don Qs. wg en Prager I'll hear no more z a- B 
way. e | Exit San. grumbling. 3 
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ae Enter Drums and Mitts ul," Then enter Vincent, 
ad XX crowned with Laurel, and a Scutcheon in his Hand. 

we | Then Perez, Nicholas, Hoſteſs, Maritornes, with 
d, | Scutcheons. Then Singers and Dancers, repreſenting 
re Knights of ſeveral Orders, two and two, carrying 


Branches of Laurel. They march ſolemnly round Don 
Quixote, who kneels, whilſe Vincent Pres erde about 
his Head, and then ſpeaks.* 


7 2 | Vincent. Thou God that loy'ft loud Wand ae rae 
Raw. Heads and Bloody-Bones, and Battle: 
That try'ſt with Blows our Senſe of Feeling, 
Look down upon this Mortal kneeling ; 
Grant him Honours, with Redundance, | 
2X Thumps, and Blows, and Kicks 3 „ 
And when his Bones all broken be, 5 
hne this the Type of Victor. | 
10! RR [Sticks the Scutcheon in his Circle. Don Quixote bows ; 
© Perez. Proud Giants let him better quell, 
Than when he from the Windmill fell: 
No more may Fiſh-ponds drench his Carcaſs, 
Nor waggiſh Hoſts make him a ſtark Aſs, 
[Sticks his Scuteheon. Don Quixote bows, 


ud, Nic ho. Let no Soul- broker have a Hand i in 
be Shaving of his Underſtanding. ; A 

y of Fame let him get at Tilt and Barriers, - in is 
ever And never more be ſwing'd by Carries. 
ing, [Sticks his Scutcheon, Don Quixote bows. 
—_ moſteſs Claret no more for Blood be ſpilling, 

K a Nor no more coſtly Vine - bags killing 'E 

af is 


7 A Leſt ſome hard- fiſted Oſtler flys on't, 
9 Or angry Hoſteſs ſcratch his Eyes out. | 
_- [Stuck her e an Don Quixote bows. 
z a- 4 Maritor. May Dulcinea del Toboſo, | 
That likes his tawny Phiz but ſo ſo, 
| By being in her Rigour laſting, 
et him more Honour, and more Baſting. | 6 
[Sticks her Scutchen, and now all together round. #9 
Head, bear theſe Words, "w ons ca of the II- | 
 Hayour'd Face, 
Boy ue: Ws 5 vincent. 


26 _ The Comical Hiſtory 
Vincent. So, now remove him, whilſt theſe Sons of 


Fame, theſe Knights that preſent the Times paſt Glory, 
perform the reſt of this high Ceremony. 


Here Hoſteſs and Maritornes raiſe up Don Quixote, and 
lead him to the farther part of 1 Stage, and arm him. 
Then a Dance is perſorm d, repreſenting Knights Errant 
killing a Dragon: Which ended , they bring Don Quixote 1 


to the Front of the Stage. 73 
Vincent, Now ſing the __ in Praiſe of Arms and 9 
1NG G all ye Muſes, » your Late, frike W 3 
When a Soldier's the "I what. Tongue can want | RF 
Sound, 1 

| Who Danger diſdains, Wounds, Bruiſes and Pains, 


When the Honour of Fighting is all that he gains. 
Rich Profit comes eaſy in Cities of Store. 
But the Gold is earn d hard where the Cannons 45 roar. 
' Tet ſee how they run at the Storming a Town, _ 
| Thro' Blood and thro' Fire to take the Las Moon, 2 
They ſcale the High Wall, | 
_ Whence they ſee others fall, ut 
Their Hearts precious Darling, bright Glory l 
Tho: Death's under foot, and the Mine is juſt blowing, | 
It ſprings, up they fly, yet more ſtill ſupply, 
A, Bridegrooms to marry, they haſten to die: 
Till Fate claps her Wings, and the glad Tidings WI 
Of the Breach being enter'd, and then mT re * . 
Then happy' s ſhe whoſe Face | 
Can win a Soldier's Grace; AVE. 3 
They range about in State, | ee 
. Like Gods diſpoſi ing Fate : 
No Luxury in Peace, 
Nor Pleaſure in Exceſs, | 
Can parallel the Joys the Martial Hero crown, 8 
- When fluſh'd with Rage, and fore d by Wants he form 
a W & Town. 


_— 


7 off Don Quixote. 27 
yincent. Ladies, the laſt great Honour now afford, 
„„ And arm the Champion with the Spurs and Sword. 
"XZ Hoſteſs. Let this bright Spur, with prickly Rowels, 
a4 That wounds thy Courſer near the Bowels, 

_— 2 [Putting on the Spurs, 
Mind thee, in thy Adventures thick, _ 
How thou for Womens Rights ſhould kick. 

"MF. So Fortune, thou bold Knightly Tony, 

 , + Send thee more Wit, and me more Money, _ 

nd XX Maritor, About thy Loins I gird this doughty Blade, 

2X To fight thy Battels, and make Foes afraid : | 
Cudgel, and cudgell'd be, be no Man's Debtor ; 

The more that ſtupid Pate is maul'd, the better. 

Thy Fate defends thee from the Pains of Killing ; 

Who has no Brains, is paſt all Senſe of Feeling. 
Vincent. Then laſtly, with this Knightly Thwack, 

OO 422 1 0 [Draws the Sword, and ſtrikes him. 
And theſe about thy Sides and Back,  _ 
Dub thee for an Arms Profeſſor, + 
Champion for War, and Wrongs Redreſſor. 

Once, twice, and thrice, now riſe with Grace, 

The Knight of the Ill-favourd Face. 

432,408 23.97 eee Ri/as. 

Don Q. Sir Conſtable, the Honour you have done me 

devotes me to your Service during Life ; ſhew me a Mon- 
ſter, Giant, or Inchanter, tho ne'er ſo huge or terrible, that 

has wrong'd ye, and you ſhall ſee me make him do you 

Jjuſtice, and lay his Recreant Head beneath your Feet. 
And you great Princeſſes and Illuſtrious Beauties, that 

= this great Hour have done Don „ 0 Honour, low at 

your Feet your Knight offers his Homage. My grateful 
Thanks likewiſe to you my Friends, by whom this Sword 

and Arm ſhall always be See r 
e Perez and Nicho. 

Perex. All Honour to the Son of Fame, and bright- 

eſt Planet of Knight Errantry, Don Quixote de la 

Mancha. 7 ne RCTs BY? 
Nicho. May his Heroick Deeds make Amadis du Gaul 

a Trifler, | 5 
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28 The Comical Hiſtory 
Vicent. Don Bellianis of Greece, and Felixmarte of 
; Thriomia, be Muſhrooms to the Pine of his tall Glory. 


Dan Nu. Good my Lord, your Excellence too much 
honours me; and ſo does your fair Lady of whom 
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I muſt preſume to beg one Courteſy——additional 7 

which is a aer with your Lordſhip's © 

too much Zeal in Dubbing me, 1 L n do: — 10 
my Head is broke. : 


Vincent. Moſt ha py Omen! bo TOUT 9205 Fe 2 E 
_ Perez. Yes, if it bled three Drops. wag}. AM 
Don 8 It has ihres hundred, 1 feel em in 0 4 
Con. xg 
Hoſteſs, Run anne, fetch Wee ene Album, 2x 
Don Qu. Moſt Radiant Princeſs ! I ſhall trouble ye. 
Marit. "Why truly Sir, ſince you have made me a 
great Lady, I can't help being as proud as one; and to 
ſend a Princeſs for a eite, is, in my Opiaion, a lit- 
tile undecent.- |... 526 
Nicho. Oh, Madam, Jour Highneſe: call not end I 
have one ready hers in my Pocket. ne out n 


* 


— . EN N 
5 nnn 3 
— Sm noo — — = * * 2 2 * — - - 
— — — 0 5 = 
— — rs o _ > - a 
wr IR IIIa —ſ— re. eg. — 2 how — — PE X 


Enter Sancho haſtily, WET OE 

0 inte: Odsbodikins ! if ever you'll ſee x fins Sake 

as long as 00 live, come {and CAA to the Inn- 
Door ke £63 =_ 3 
Peres. How now Sancho 7 | Where's your Obeilance 7 
1 Nam, Mum, L underſtand ye exit WY 0 
Noble Emperor, that i is to be, I kifs your Majeſty's - 
Foot. 
Don Qu. 'Tis mol; my Squire RFA Wo prithes what 1 
Sight i is this thou haſt ſeen At the Caſtle Gate? 5 7 
Sancho. Why at the Caſtle- Gate then, ſince you will WW 
have it ſo, there's a dead Man walk'd by in more State, 

and with greater Noife after him, than à Londan Alder- 

man, whoſe Soul is gone to Hell for Uſury; than he 
has, I ſay, when his Son and Heir hires a whole Troop 
of Blue-Coat-Boys to ling 2 and try if e can 1 
bawl it out again. x 


— 


K Vincent. 


; of Don Quixote. 29 

Vincent, Oh! 'tis the Funeral of Chryſoſtom, that dy'>_ 
for Love. My Lord Don Quixote, tis fit you-ſhould 
be there, perhaps ſome Adventure may ſhew it ſelf. 

Don Qu. Your Excellence counſels well; there may 
indeed ; for now methinks I'm weary of ſoft Eaſe, and 
long for ſome Exploits to rouſe my Valour. Now | 
Giants, Monſters, tremble; for l come, 

[They put on his Helmet. 

To purge the World of Vice by powerful Arms, 

In ſpite of Hell, and Necromantict Charnts. 

[Ex. Don Qu. and Sancho, f 

" Hoſteſs. The Devil 20 with him: Muſt we loſe our 


1 Money for our Wine after all then, for a Jeſt ? Do'lite, 


I'll run. after him, and fetch bim back, | 

Perez, No, no prithee good Hoſteſs let him alone 
now, I'll ſee thee paid upon the Word of a Prieſt; 1˙1 
be his Pledge for once: for out of Kindnels to his 


= Family, I intend very ſuddenly, by a Trick, to cure his 
Frenzy, and. bring him home again, 


Hoſteſs, The werd of a Prieſt; thank'ee good Sir, 


1 deſire no better ee for all the Vine in = 


Cellar. © | 
Nicho. If there be any ſpart Int you are e ſure of me,. 


Mr. Curate; : 


Perez. Oh, has art to be my chief Engine———but 


more of that another time; now let's to the Funeral, 
and if I can but find my Niece there. 


Nicho. We'll fuddle mine Hoſt to nl in his own 


i Caſtle, as Don Quixote calls it. 


Vincent, Ah, wou'd 1 cou fee chat my jolly Lads, 


I'd try your Forces, i'faith. 


Maritor. And did not 1 do. my Speeches purely, Mr. | 


1 Curate? 


Perex. Ay, litle Moritorne, that thou didſt, 1 aſſure 
thee. [Exennte. 


iel en 1 SCENE 


* 


30 The Comical Hiftory A 
SC E N E II. A deep Grove. I 
Enter Dorothea alone, dreſs'd like a Shepherd in Mourne = 
x, and crown'd with a Cypreſs Garland. _ 
 Doroth. They come with Sighs, and as balf dead with 4 
Sorrow, - 1 
| Attend the Body of the 3 is: 42 A 
Whilſt 1, that ſeem to mourn another's Fate, 3 
Diſſolve in real Tears, to know my own. 1 
Poor Dorothea! Where are now the Comforts 4 
That us'd to make thy Days divinely happy ? <4 
Where now are Bleſſings from indulgent Parents, PÞ 
That us'd to ſmile upon thy Morning Duty, * 
_ Kiſs thy refreſhing Cheeks, bon on thy Boſom, 5651 Z 
And in ſoft Rapture, invoke Heav'n to guard thee ? 1 
All gone, quite Joſt, thou'rt now a friendleſs Weg: ; Mz 
| Undone by Love, and by a Man betray'd;. E. 
For who could elſe undo an innocent Maidꝰ/ꝰ © 
Forc'd in theſe Groves among the ſtranger Swaine ' = 
To waſte a woful Life, Oh falſe Fernando ,'\.> 
But huſk——no more, _— come. — "= 
[Goes 7 meet em. 7 
Then re-enter 8 with 3 io, and other Shep- 2 F 
herds and Sheperdeſſes crown'd with Cypreſs ; then the 
1 Body of Chryſoſtom follows on a Bier, crown'd with a 3 
Wreath, and cover d with Flowers : They march in 
ſolemn Proceſſion round the Stage; then the Bier being 9 
8 ſet dou'n in the midſt of it, Ambroſio ſpeaks. In 2 
©  Ambroſ. Thus to the Grave, the laſt Retreat of Mor- "= 


| _ nals, 
Has fad Ambroſio. brought his deareſt Friend: 
_ Oh that he could revenge his hapleſs Death upon the 


cruel Tigreſs that has caus'd it! With what a pleaſure 
would I fly to execute! Or could my Breath blow 7 
Plagues among the Sex, and only amongſt them, no 
Male ching ſuffering, what Rapture ſhould I feel! But 
wed, I wiſh in vain ; no Peſtilence can hurt em: One 

| poiſonous 


Don Quixote. = 
: | poiſonous Viper cannot hurt another; A Woman is the 
plague, the hotteſt Plague; and where they barbour, 
3 g breed Contagion round em. 

7 4 Doroth. To me I'm ſure a Man has been a greater, 

3 and bred more ene, err . de. 


Enter Don Quixote 3 n 


K+ | But * Ambroſio, was this fair Murdreſs thorowly | 
* of your dead Friend's Affection? 
= Ambroſ. Too too well, there paſt no Minute of ſteal- 

ing time, that he paſt unimploy'd to do her ſervice; he 
was a Man, the brighteſt of her Sex, if they cou'd e'er 
E conſider, would be Troud of ; an admirable Scholar, 
| rare Muſician, Learn'd without Pride, and Valiant with- 
out Paſſion : The Elements were all ſo temper'd in him, 
3 Y chat except Love, his Breaſt, was ſtill and calm; no 
=X Guſt within to rufflle his rare Judgment; ſo knowing 
too, and yet withal ſo modeſt, that tho his Reaſon coul 
inſtruct great Teschen he never thought himſelf the 
| wiſer Man. 

1 Shep,” He was indeed the Wonder of his Time. 

Ambroſ. Oh ye immortal Powers! How comes it 
chen that all this Worth is thrown away on Woman? Y 
Woman; that as the Poet nobly tells us, 

Deceitful Woman, that will in time foreſtall 


. 


3 


| The Devil, and be the damning of us all. 

tbe l don Quixote comes up to Ambroſi > 
0 4 2 Shep. Bleſs us! What Romantick ching have we Toh 
in got here? 

ing 9 I Shep. I nor not, halooks like the Ghoſt of ſome: 

BE murder'd King in a Tragedy: 2 Prithee obſerve the to- 
or. i ther too that comes ſlouching after him, that muſt be 
* ſome rare Fellow by his Look. 
2 1 2 Shep, By the Maſs I admire him, I muſt go ſtare at 
the em. [They flare at Sancho, and Sancho at them. 
ſure = Don Qs. 1 am, Sir, by Profeſſion a Knight Erramt, 
low EZ renown'd for righting Wrongs; my Name's Don Nutx- 

no © ore, Otherwiſe call'd the Knight of the Ill. ſavour d Face, 

But 1 Shep. Faith 'tis VILfavourd indeed ; there you are 
the in the right, in troth, Sir Knight. 


B 4 Sanc ho. 


bu D Dorothea alone, dreſi d like a Shepherd in Mourn» 


nd 11. Comical Hiſtory 


8 c E N E U. A deep Grove. 


ing, and crown'd with a Cypreſs Garland, | 

| Doroth. T hey come with Sighs, and as half dead with 23 

| Attend the Body of the wretched Chryſoftom „ 
W bilſt I, that ſeem to mourn another's Fate, N CL 


Diſſolve in real Tears, to know my own. | 

Poor Dorothea | Where are now the Comforts 

That us'd to make thy Days divinely happy? 
Where now are Bleſſings from indulgent Parents, . 

That -us'd to ſmile upon thy Morning Duty, 

Kiſs thy refreſhing Cheeks, Yon on thy Boſom, 
And in ſoft Rapture, invoke Heay'n to guard thee? 
All gone, quite loſt, thou'rt now a friendleſs Vagabond ; 
Undone by Love, and by a Man bn, Fetz 

For who could elſe undo an innocent Maid? 
| Forc'd in theſe Groves among the ſtranger. Swain: | 
To waſte a woful Life, Oh falſe Fernando Fog 150 
But * more, they come. — 5 
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Then re-enter 83 with 3 io, and other Shep- 
herds and Sheperdeſſes crown'd with Cypreſs ; then the 
Body of Chryſoſtom follows on à Bier, crown'd with a 
Wreath, and cover d with Flowers : They march in 
| ſolemn Proceſſion round the Stage ; then the Bier bemg 
ſet doun in the midſt of it, Ambroſio ſpeaks. 7 ALS 


Ambroſ. Thus to the Grave, the laſt Retreat of Mor- bo 

„ = 

Has fad Ambroſio brought his deareſt Friend's 2 a 

Oh that he could revenge his hapleſs Death upon. the i 
cruel Tigreſs that has caus'd it! With what a pleaſure 
would I fly to execute ! Or could my Breath blow 
Plagues among the Sex, and only amongſt them, no 
Male ＋ * in val what Rapture ſhould I fee] ! But 
wat I wiſh in vain; no Peſtilence can hurt em: One 
9 


of Don Quixote. 31 
| poiſonous Viper cannot hurt another; A Woman is the 
beg the hotteſt Plague; and where they harbour, 


breed Contagion round em. 
Doroth. To me I'm ſure a Man has been a grestef, 


* 
- == 


38 and bred more deſola tion ; Lag _ 
2 , Enter Don Quixote 22 Sancho. 


8 But 3 Ambroſi Fs 0, was this fair Murdreſs thorowly 
= ſatisfy d of your dead Friend's Affection? 5 

A 5 {I Ambroſ. Too too well, there paſt no Minute of 8 
x ing time, that he paſt unimploy'd to do her ſervice; he 
was a Man, the bag hteſt of her Sex, if they cou'd e ex 
conſider, would be e of; an admirable Scholar, 
rare Muſician, Learn d without Pride, and Valiant with- 
out Paſſion : The Elements were all ſo temper'd in him, 
that, except Love, his Breaſt was ſtill and calm; no 
& Guſt within to rufflle his rare Judgment; ſo knowin 
too, and yet withal ſo modeſt, that tho his Reaſon ould. 
inſtruct great Teacher, „ he never thought himſelf the 
Tf wiſer Man. 

1 Shep. He was indeed the Wonder of his Time. 
Ambroſ. Oh ye immortal Powers! How comes it 
chen that all this Worth is thrown away on Woman? * 
Woman; that as the Poet nobly tells us, 

Deceitiul Woman, that will in time foreſtall 
The Devil, and be the damning of us all. 

l on Quixote comes up 10 Ambroſo. 
ba 2 Shep. Bleſs us! What Romantick thing have we 
in got here? 

1 Shep. 1 know dot, he looks like the Ghoſt of Wine 
$ murder d King in a Tragedy: Prithee obſerve the to- 
"= Weber too that comes ſlouching after him, that muſt be 
3 dome rare Fellow by his Look. 

IF 2 Shep. By the Maſs I admire bim, I muſt g0 ſtare at 


em. [They flare at Sancho, and Sancho at them. 
ſure Don Qs. I am, Sir, by Profeſſion a Knight Erram, 
low EZ renown'd for righting Wrongs; my Name's Den Quix- 
no ote, Otherwiſe call'd the Knight of the Ill. ſavour d Face. 
But = 1 Shep. Faith 'tis III. avdurd indeed; there jou are 
One in the right, in troth, Sir Knight, 


B 4 Sancho. 


32 The Comical Hiſtory 
Sancho. And you muſt know I am the Renowned 
Sancho Panta, this Renowned Knight's Renowned 
Squire; and, all in good time, am to be a Renowned 
_ Governour. 
Don Qu. I 1470 with wonder heatd * ſome part of 
our Diſcourſe, and therefore, as it is my Duty, make 
| Requeſt to know if you are wrong'd. 
Doroth. Some Madman, ſure. 5 
Amöbroſ. He looks no better. Sir Knight, beser 
you are, if you'll have patience till we have perform'd 
the Funeral Ceremonies, 1 ſhall have time to anſwer, 
but till then 
Don Qu. Wich all my heart, moſt courteous Knight, 
and will afliſt my ſelf. 


\ 


| „ 
e „ 


Enter Nees add Nicholas, 


Perez. He's got hither before us, I ſee. 

Nicho. And I warrant they take him for ſome. firangs 
Monſter : How they ſtare and grin at Sancho? 

Ambroſ, Perform the Pirge, and let all other Rites be 
done in ſolemn Order : And oh thou dear beſt Pattern 
of true Friendſhip, accept this poor laſt Tribute from 
a Friend, whoſe Love to thee was boundleſs as thy 
Merit! {Kiſſes Ip 


then 4 A is Gang by 4 a young g Shepherdeſs ; ; the they all 


dance a Solemn Dance, expreſſing deſpairing Love; 

then Ambroſio, and others, lay Chryſoftom in the 
Grave, mean while a 8 80 is ſung 1 @ 28 and 
: oc Ek 


q ON G. 

-L. | 

UN G 3 Chryſoſtor had Vir, Senſe, 5 
Renown, and manly Grace z | 
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x _ of Don Quixote: 33 
His Love, * long had taken Root, 
In Doubt's cold Bed was laid, 
Where ſhe not SA. it to. lian, 
The an Plant aa d. 


q 2 3 II. 5 FEES. 

Had & coy Marcella 3 a Sul, 

Half beauteons as her Eye; 

Her Judgment had her Soul Leber f 
And taught her how to prize: 

But Providence, that form'd the Fair 

Tri ſuch a charming Skin 

Their Outſide made their only 12 13 
4 never Sen ths within. | 


DIR G E. 
| Sleep, poor b, Sos in Peace 


Reliev'd from Love and en Care 3. 
Whilſt we that pine in Lift's Diſeaſe, 
| Uncertain Bleſdleſs happy are. 
COP in the dark and ſilent Grave, 
No Ils of Fate thou now canſi fear 3 
is vain wou d Tyrant Pow'r enflave, 


Or ſcornful Beauty be ſevere. " 


Wars, that do fad Storms diſperſe, 
Far from thy 10 Manſion 73 


Earthquakes that (bake the Univerſe, 
Can't rock thee into ſounder Sleep. 

With all the Charms of Peace poſſeſt, 
Secure from Life's Torment or Pain, 

Slep and indulge thy ſelf with Reſt, 
Nor dream thou | . 05 Jhalt riſe again. 


: "ves 0 GR OR 03, 
| Paſt ls thy fear of future Doubt, 
The Sun is from the Dial Lone, | 
The Sands are ſunk, the. Glaſs is out, B01 
The Folly of the Farce is done. ; 
3 5 Ambroſ. 


ſingle Ra 


34 . The Comical Hiflory 


Ambroſ. Oh, I ſhall choak with a revengeful Spleen, 
againſt that curſt ſhe that robb'd'me of this Jewel ; each 


Million of thoſe Counterfeits, thoſe dull falſe Pebbles 
Women, : JJ ol a IG 
Doroth. My Uncle, as I live; how ſhall I ſhun him? 
Perez, I'm ſure tis ſhe,, I know'her by that Bliſle . 
Nicho. Follow her cloſe, then the Game lies juſt be- 
fore ye. . nnen ny TI -[Exeunt. 
Don ©. Sir, to me, there is no brighter Jewel than a 


Woman; and he that dares affirm my peerleſs Miſtreſs, 


ſweet Dulc inea del Toboſo, is a Pebble, is but a Turf 


| himſelf, and holds his Soul at nothing. | 


1 Shep. Ha, ha, ha, ha, this is rare ſtuff. 
Ambroſ. Some Officer ſure grown frantick. 


2 Shep. The Squire-Governour too jd looks : with the 
ſam Air, ba, ba, e tou: mnt 3. 


| Sancho, What a Plague do theſe Frogs in green Live- 
ries grin at? A Knight Errant to theſe Fools now, I 


warrant, is as ſtrange a Sight as a Rhinoceros: hoh, 
hoh, ha, ha. Laugh on, laugh on, Boobys ; there's ſome 
difference ſure between a Kite and a Piſmire ; What a 


Pox, Earldoms are not got by keeping of Sheep 
bob, hoh, hoh, hah. 8 7 W 


Enter Marcella. 


WY Don Qu. Hah, here's ſome wonderful Adventure. 


What beauteous Viſion's this? fo Ye 

Sancho. Oons, if this ſhould be ſome Empreſs or 
Queen now, and my Government at my Elbow before 
I'm aware. ©: 2 | 


Ambroſ. By Heaven 'tis ſhe 3 the 
Devil, that has done all this mifſchiefßf. 
Marcel. Great cauſe thou haſt to wonder, raſb 
Ambroſio, that I, who from my Infancy devoted to 
Solitude, have ſhunn'd all human Converſe, ſhould now 
un-ask'd, expoſe my Perſon here; but know I do it to 
defend my Honour againſt the poiſonous ſlander x 
os 1 Nile 


very charming 


of whoſe tranſparent Virtue, out-ſhin'd a 


» " 1 2 
——_— 2 r 1 r Nas 88 "© : e > 
e * 4 5 Lu A . 40 "ey So. 33 72 ow ro b 8 1 4 2 r 
e > 8 r 8 . 2 Ie 8 : 4 . - I 12 
OE aA i OL anita eto Ge ann as A 8 | 
8 & Abo 


> 4 . n 2 „ "RE " . 2 * Py 8 5 « 5 
; c - n Nr e F . ĩ˙ ns Wo 3 A pe es Poa PEACH Cog 5, 65, + 
N 2 : F 2 OO Tan. 55 9 * P * e ** 
3 : 2 N 25 Xs 8 Ks r N n Ba. 


Don Quixote. IE... 
vile Tongues, who render me the Cauſe of their Un-reſt,. 
and the late Death of thy ill-fated Friend  -. 
, Ambroſ. Oh! Tigreſs of more cruel and fell kind, 
1 ny a yet in Africk Deſarts bred, canſt thou defend. 

Fee 56th EY ol 6 -- 

= ank Yes, and with Juſtice too; his. Death was | 
caus'd by his obſtinate Fold. 
Ambroſ. Of loving thee too well. Oh barbarous Wo- 
men! The Sacred Powers above lent ye Beauty weve 
Delight, not kill, tho it had Power; yet you all, fill'd 
with the old Serpent's primitive Miſchief, knowing that. 


= Power——convert it to our Ruin. n note bt 
Marcel. Oh, filly Men, that knowing then our Miſ- 
chiefs, will yet turn amorous Coxcombs to provoke: 
Ambroſ. Thou very Devil in an Angel's Shape, thou 
know'ſt it was the Fate of my dear Friend, he could 
not help his loving .ahes. K. » vongthi 
Marcel. Why then, thou very Fool in thy own ſhape, 
the leſs my Obligation; who is oblig'd to one. for any 
Courteſy, that cannot help the doing it: 
Ambroſ. Yet doſt not pity hin 
Marcel. Pity's the Child of Love; and 1 ne'er yet 
lov'd any of your Sex: 1 might have ſome Compaſſion 
os ra Death; but ſtill the Occaſion of it moves my 
Ambroſ. The Occaſion of it! Why thou ſtrange 
= Cruelty ! Art thou not the Occaſion? Did he not die 
%%% ²⁰D MM!!! mQmg EE Eye. 
= Marcel. For me! No, certainly, Vas he not a Man, 
one grounded too in Knowledge, a Philoſopher, dreſs:d 
in the Pride of all thoſe glittering. Arts that raiſe your 
Jex, you think, ſo much above us? Poor. ignorant 
Women, I warrant he deſpis'd us in his Heart; Toys, 
* Puppets, faſhion'd only for the Pleaſure, Mirth, and 
Convenience of lordly Man; and could he die for 
Love Fie! 'tis impoſſible! Who ever knew a Wit do- 
an, K oe 
—=< -4bro, Triumphant Miſchief; have you no Re- 
= morſe? 353 FE 
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36 The Comeal Hitory 
Marcel. 1 rather look on him as a good Actor; 5 
That praQiſing the Art of deep Deceit, 7 
As Wphining, GOIN aring, Dying at your Feet, 
Crack d ſome Life Artery with an Overftrain, © 
And dy'd of ſome Malo Miſchief in the Brains 
Sun. Ah plague, 1 find now this is no Queen; this 
5 S is too much, a Tattler to be of oy — 
ua | e 
*. Den N. Peace, Doble DER e 
Ambroſ. Oh! that ſome Power wou' d blels me wh = 
a Charm, to plague thy Heart as thou haſt tortur d 
; his z that thou might'ſt feel the force of "thoſe hot 
| — that burnt the Life out of the N oble Chry- #9 
ſoſtom. = 
kk Bur ſince your Words haye | no bemitching 
7 rts, 6 
No Charm your Puſin,: nor your Eyes no Darts 7 
Happy Marcella, who no Danger ſees, 
Untouch'd by Love, does neither burn nor freeze, © 
- "Ambroſe His Merit, tho not mine, would inſpire Love 
In any generous Woman. 5 
Narcel. That's as ſhe priz d it: 
Men will be vain, and value their own Parts; 
But tis our Fancy that beſtows our Hearts. 
Merit is what we love; ſometimes a Fool 
Out does the Philoſopher i in a Woman's School ; 
But if ſhe's wilful, and has no Remorſe, 
Believe me, Fool, *twill be in vain to force. 
Ambroſ. Heaven! Why aig our Creation come by 
Women ? | 
Can Mankind be no other way increas'd? 
Marcel, No other way; ſo ſet your heart at reſt. 
Ambroſ. We doubt em, even Whalr in their Arms 
e | 
 Proſpe&t of Cares we find, but none of joy. 
Marcel. Piſh——Now I laugh at ye, you know you 
BEES Faro [Smiling ſcornfully. 
Beauty, you as your greateſt Bliſs purſue, 
Feign what you can; 5 NAY, Fool, we know it too. 7 
air 


488 


Ky 


e Don Quixote, 


Fair is my W my Liberty my own ,' 
I will accept no Love, nor promiſe none 1 
Nor pity any would my Peace betray, © 
Tho there ſhould die ten thouſand in a Days: 
Ambroſ. Once to revenge this Lover that lies = 
Grant ye, Immortal Powers, that 1 may wed ; | 
NY quell the Pride of your Rebellious Race, 
Form Woman new, and make her know her Place. 
 Mafoel. Hear Phil" ſweet Hesven, and let 2 IP 
ſort be 
=_  Arm'd with * Soul like thine in me; 
= 7 A A Soul that too fond Paſſion ne'er cad, 
But knows the Cheats of all his cozening Kind : 
 *X Your Rage, weak Sir, will ey "8 
„My Rule's effectual, and it cannot fai 
Our eaſy Natures oft with Pride you vex; 
But know that I was born to plague | your Sex, 
Form'd to attract, and featur'd to excel: Fe 
Beauty's a Charm gainſt which you want a Spell, 
When Heaven conveys ſuch Influence to you, 
Correct with awful Frowns, and make me ſue 3 
But whilſt your Fate's ſubmitted to my Sway, 
I know my Power, and Men ſhall obey, [Exir. 
Ambroſ. D'ye hear the Inſolent, n you that 
were Friends to the brave Chryſoſtom ? *'Sdeath | Shall 
ſhe brave us thus! For ſhame run ſome of ye, and 
bring her back; let's make her have ſome Senſe of her 
FBarbarity, at leaſt, 
y a ([(Theyofer to follow her, and Don Quixote draws 
= and oppoſeth. 
Don Qu. Let no one dare to follow her on his Life: 
Il find ſhe does but Juſtice to her Sex, that are too often 
is much abus'd by ours ; therefore, as 1 profeſs my ſelf 
EKnighbt-Errant, tis fic that I protect her. 
EF 2: $hep. You protect her, ha, ha, ha, ha. 
u Don Qu. Knights, 1 will do t, and more than that 
1. RS againſt ye all. 
5 Far. That he will, Frogs, and againſt a | bundred 
more of ye, for all Y grinning. 
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Fools are diſtracted. 


I Shep. Oons! What do the Bedlams mean? Come 
Friends, let's bind dem, and put em into the dark, the 


bolt. (Fight here, and Don Quixote and Sancho 


Seat em all f; then re. enter Don Quixote 
and Sancho, ſtrutt ing. 
San. There's for your grinning, Nogues; I think I 


am even with, ye now, Woons! What a fine thing 


Fighting is, when a Man is ſure of having the better of 
it? And what a delicate Difference there is between a 
Toledo Blade and a Sheep hook? But come, Sir, let's 

et away, for fear they rally. Sbud, 1-think 1 be- 


hav'd my ſelf bravely. 


Don B. Why troth, if thou couldft but keep thy 


Eyes open a little better, thou might'ſt in time come to 


do ſomething: But, a Plague on thee, thou fight'ſt as 


_ a Crab crawls, backwards; for inſtead of giving em 
a ſide-long Tbump juſt now, if I had not ſtepp'd 


quick aſide, thou had'ſt ftruck my Knighthood o'er the 
Pate: But however, thou mean'ſt well, 1 dare ſwear ; 


and, I believe, fight'ſt as weil as thou can'ſt. 


And he's no braver that ſubdues an Hoſt, * 
Than he is that ſtands ſtill and keeps his Poſt. 
ee ee en 
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En, 1 beg ye for hy Mother's 


a) ſake, or if eyer you loy'd poor 


| =. Dorothea, when with her pratling 


| Infant Innocence, and une as 
N Net le Beauty in its early Blo 


X us d to pleaſe ; by both 1 do 
conjure you, ſet me not ſee my Father. 


Perez. Truſt to me: You muſt to your paſt Crime 


add a greater, by hateful Diſobedience. 


Dioroth. Oh! I ſhall die with Shame. l Alas! , I left 
him alone, unfriended, warp'd with Age and Sorrow! / 


That good Old Man! "That kind indulgent Father; 1 


ſhall never dare, forlorn as now, to meet his Eyes a- 


gain! Barbarous Fernando! That falſe cruel Tyrant, 
pleas'd with the Spoils of my dear Virgin Honour, has 


1 raviſh'd that bleſs'd Sight for ever from me. 


Perez, Had you no Contract from this falſe Fernando? 
Doroth. In Vows and Oaths a thouſand; I was too 


artleſs to deſire him more: Heavens! He would ſwear 


till he was black in the Face; diſſemble ſix long hours by 


the Clock; and when he vow'd the Truth of his Affection, 

che Proteſtations came ſo faſt and thick, ſo fierce withal, 
and eager in expreſſing, that I've been fain to let him 
=S kiſs and breathe, tor fear the thronging Lyes ſhould ſuffo- 


cate him. 
Perez. Yet afier all this, to pretend to marry Taſeinda ; 


| Nay, forge a falſe Letter from her, to her betroth'd Love | 


Cardenio, implying, ſhe had deſerted him; and then 


ſacrile 


om, ſhe 
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in this Diſguiſe 1 was Beſt 3 
_ cauſe him to N his Ne N in r af = 
IF, Deſire. | 


— — — — ————— ]§7— , 


any News ftiiring ? 
or l'm miftaken'; As 1 was ſtanding at my 


to give you the better qppor alt of Diſcourſe, who 
Ly 1 ſee below at the aloe 8 . 


: . 


The Comical Hi Me 


e ſteal her from a Nunnery, to which ſhe 
fled for Sanctuary, is ſuch a Stain to his Nobility, as 
Wants Example; and rather than not have J uſtice done 
thee, Girl, I reſolve the Court ſhall know it. 
Doroth. To marry Luſcinda, there's the Dart that ſtung 
me! Oh, let all Virgins by my Fate _ Warning, and 
never mor 8 believe thay fqichleſs Sr. 
Perex. Come, no more Tears; 8 Cauſe ſo juſt as 
thine can neyer want an Advocate. » 
Dorot h. Twas that OY News that ſtabb'd 
me moſt ; ſo thai forge Fathgr Sex, Sex, and Honour, 
l 'd to Ws dim, and either 


2 1. 7 «ty eh 


Enter Nicholas. 


FORE 11071 att Tuſcinda ſhall be FTE inform d 
0 his Treachery; Lad what Intereſt I can make againſt 


him, rhou art affur'd of: 22 let's about it. How 


now, thy Face ſeems to haye ome furprize in' t. 1s there 
Nicho. Tes, and ſome that will ſurprlze Jou indeed, 
oft without, 


and in the Habit of a Nun, a Lady with him; 

* Perez. Stran e Fortune! Art thou ſure twas he? 
Dototh. Ob Heaven, how my Heart throbs? 
Nicho, 1 ſam his Face, and alſo gueſs the Lady to 


* the Fair 155 inda; there's ſome ſtrange difference be- 


tween 'em, for by ker Actions ſhe ſeem'd much diſſa- 
tisfy'd : bark, they are coming up this way; ſtep but into 
the next Room, you may diſcover more. 
Pierer. Do ſo, good Niece, and let's obſerye, em z then 
when thou ſeeſt thy opportunity——apprar, and, Charge 
him boldly; I'll not be far off. 

Doroth. N lay, TI will if * to bim, tho Destb attends 
K JJ os amb Fo waits 17 WR 
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of Don Quixote. ax 
Enter Fernando, and Luſcinda in the Habit of a Nun. 


Tuſcin. Is there no end of your Impiety ? Have Nun- 
nery Walls, ſtrong Gates, nor Iron Bars, nay, nor the 
Deity ador'd within, to whom 1 fled for help in my 
Diſtreſs, not Power enough to hinder one Man's Wick- 
edneſs ? Tou ſacred Powers, have you res." pg 
Juſtice, that you ſend none to ſuceour 5 Luſcinda 
Fernand. The Powers you ſpeak of, Madam, that 
knew what's better for ye than you did for your ſelf, 
you ſee aſſiſted me in my Deſiggz. 
Tuſcind. Oh impious Wretch ! Dare you think Heaven 
aſſiſting in wicked Actions? No, *twas the Aid of Hell, 
in ſome curſt Minute, when all good Angels flept, or 
elſe ſtood neuter. %%% O10 Ss OP 
 Fernand. Hell, Madam; what has Hell to doin Love- 
affairs? The Devil is Foe profeſs'd' to Amity 5 no, my 
ſole Aid was my own proſperous Genius, Courage t'at- 
_ tempt, and Fortune to ſucceed; this gave me power to 
ſcale 8 Walls, and recompenſe my Love 
 Tuſcind, Haye you no Conſcience. You are of noble 
Blood, and in your Veins ſhould run a ſtream of Virtue, 
that ſhould diſtribute Juſtice thro* your Soul; Cardenio 
was your Friend, my betroth'd Husband, and in ſeve- 
ring us, you do not only fix a foul Stain upon your 
Houſe's Honour, but violate the Laws of all Humanity. 
Fernand. Why then let that moſt great and ſtrong 
 Ominipotence, that, to my Fame's Confuſion, makes me 
love, anſwer for all my Crimes: I love Laſoinda, and 
'tis in'vain to tell me the Miſchiefs I have done, I know 
em all; I know I have been treacherous to Cardenio, 
falſe to my Friend, but *twas for Love of thee; I own 
1 forg'd a Letter in thy Name, which caus'd his fad 
Diſtraction and Ruin, but thou wer't ſtill the Canſe ; nay, 
more than that thy Beauty, made me a Traitor to an in- 
nocent Virgin; forget my Vows, break all my Oaths and 
Promiſes, and leaye her pregnant with heart- breaking 
Sorrow, and Love's dear Load, the Trophy of my Con- 
queſt, to follow ſtill my headlong Fate and Thee. 
1 e Luſcind. 
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Luſcind. Oh Heaven! And can you own all this with- 
out a Bluſh, a ſcarlet Bluſh, to ſtain your Cheeks for 
„ er,, {p06 6 „ SR or pl Be 


The Comical Hiſtory 


o 


Fernand. Why ſhould I deny it? 1 til have too much 


Honour to diſſemble: I've told this Truth only to let 
thee ſee, the power of thy Attractions and my Love. 
Think what the Man would do for thee, when his, that 


could do all theſe mighty Ills to get thee. If thou 
wouldſt have me virtuous, do but love me, the Miracle 
is wrought; for tis a ſacred Verity, What Sins ſoe'er 
Love drives me to commit, thou art the certain Cauſe. 


And ſince I know the Scruple, which the Prieſts call 


honourable, aſtects you Women more than Love or 


Fortune; take there my hand, and be this hour my Wife; 


I vow it moſt religiouſly. 


o 


_ - Luſcind. No, kill me rather, and wed me to the Grave, 
T'll die a thouſand Deaths, rather than falſify one Sacred 
Vow, or the leaſt Particle of plighted Faith to my be- 
Fernand. Keep then that Faith for him, give me but 
the Reward that my Deſire and Services defery'd, and 
1'Il be ſatisfied. TCF 
Luſeind. Vile Wretch, would you diſhonour me? 

5 ws Fernand. Not 1, by Heaven ; your ſtubborn Obſtinacy | 

and faulty Noiſe, theſe may perhaps diſhonour ye? not 


« 


I; I Il be as ſecret: as the Virgin's Bluſh, that with a 


roſy Tincture paints her Cheeks, when trembling ſhe 
Tuſeind. You will not force me, raſh as you are, 
young and ungovernable; you dare not be ſo baſe? 
Fernand. O thou needſt not fear it, thou wilt be kind 
and give me no occaſion: 1 muſt confeſs, it is not with 
my liking to cater for my Love as Satyrs do; Beauty's 


moſt ſweet to me that's won with Patience, Heart-burn- 


ings, Dangers, Plottings, and Contrivances : Ill wait 
on thee and watch thee into yielding, tire thee with Sighs, 
and mould thee ſoft with Kiſſes; dreſs the dear Banquet 
_ with- induſtrious skill, that 1 may hereafier feed wich 
t HH Tins FE; 


: of* Don Quixote. AE 
Laſcind, Come, come my Lord, let Reaſon take its 
place, and let theſe flowing Tears quench your hot 
Blood; remember who you are, what I am, too, then 
you mu da me Jafice.-: | 7 ol ob i tg; 
Fernand. And you muſt do it me. Remember who | 


Fallacies.:. I'm fix'd-as:Fate. : - 146-4695 en 361 
Fernand. Twas Sactilege to Love, not to have freed 
thee ;. and Treaſon. to my ſelf, had not I lov'd; As for 
the Failure to my Friend, 'tis trivial; when Beauty 
charms, Friendſhip avails but little; and, I may think, 
had the occaſion offer d, Cardenio would have done the, 
ſame to me. 455 7 *** 1 
Tauſeind. Oh no, he was too good, too true a Friend. 

See me, my Lord, thus proſtrate at your Feet; if ever 
Pity lodg'd within your Boſom, if Human Nature, or 
the Sent of Honour, have not quite left your Soul, and 
the Brute enter'd, by all the Sacred Powers I do implore 
ye to deſiſt from your bad purpoſe; for be aſſur d, I 
never will conſent, {| Luſcinda kneels and weeps, 
Fernand. What ſudden ſhock was that? A Bolt of 
Ice, methought, ſhot thro! my Heart: I'm cold, as if 
an Ague Fit had ſeiz'd me: Hah, What am 1 doing? 
What lovely Tears are thoſe? I find I'm but a ſquea- 
miſh Whore-maſter, 1 am not harden'd enough to go 
thro' with't.——Ab ! that ſparkling Glance has ſhot new 
Fire again into my Soul, and I would dwell * par | 

a rea 


* 
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Breaſt for ever. Oh thou great God of Love, that rul'ſt our 

Paſſions, command'ſt our Wills to baffle Reaſon, Ho- 
nour, Virtue, Religion, Fame and all Morality, influence 


her Boſom wich thy hotteſt Flame, ad let her feel thy 
lbs 2 e | 


i 38 Enter. Dorothea. 1 ind 
Dorolb. I am come. 7 
Fernand. Hah What art os TY 
Dioroth. I am what you call'd for, rt or if you 
| pleaſe to have me uſe another Nomination, to expreſs 
all tender Attributes of Paſſion, in Sovrewn, Sighs 8 
Bandy I'm Dorothen. 
Fernand. Dorothea By Heaven, a. the rope out 
| och Clouds, I think! 7 
" Luſcind, A very Angel, fare; font 0 ehem 
Doroth. I am a Meſſenger from him you invok'd, 
who gives you ſtrict Commands to obey his Laws, and, 
in a more eſpecial- manner, Conſtancy; for Breach of 
that his dreadful Vengeance puniſhes much mere than 
alt the reſt © this I am come to reer W. 
Fornand. Lou are come ve rtu indoed, you 
haye nick'd the time, that 12 
Doroth. Oh my dear Lord ! the Joy 1 . lee ye, 


. : 


exceeds my Sorrow to have heard wie's paſt, forT have : 


| heard it all. 
Fernand. Why then you have heard Ang in con- 
ſcience; a Plague of * hot Head, that cbuld not con- 
fider the Inconvenience of a damn d Inn, when a Love - 
Intrigue was going forward——ſq'then I know 1 muſt 
apes your Hatred. 918 A 19d dee i 27 
Doroth. Oh Heaven! Hatred What for a ſmall 
Frailty a flight Torgen s, which all young Men have 
| naturally, when their Loves are abſent? To remedy 
which, 5 to prevent ſuch Danger, in this Diſguiſe, 
thro” Groves and Plains I've ſought ye; left Parents, 
Lock, | 22 5 85 ba 11 the n to nne . 
r 4 1292 
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; (of Don Quixote. 45 
Fernand. And now ye have found me, ſhall I beg one 
TELE ti oe UT S 
Doroth. You may command my Life. 
Fernand. Tis this then to leave me inſtantly. 
Dorot h. Ah, that's not in my power till 1 am dead 3 
I'm bound by Oath, as you are, to the contrary: but 
that I e'er can hate ye, is impoſſible; no, no, my Lord, 
what would make other Women loath and deſert, has no 
effect on me; what tho 1 ſee yon eling to that young 
Beauty, doat on her Looks, and languiſh beben een ; 
it moves not me, I know too well my Power; I am as 
fair as ſhe, as youog, as charming, form'd for the 


» 


Pleaſure of my deareſt Lord; bleſs d too with Virtue, 


Conſtancy, and Duty equal to her, or any of my Sex, 


and when he pleaſes, he'Il return to me: in the mean 
time, I will not grudge. the Kiſſes he gives others, but 
lore or nr / LEE 
Luſcind. You ſhall have ſmall occaſion, Madam, to 
Dorot h. 1 know it, Madam, for you are wiſe and 
fair, and know to take another's Right's injurious; this 
is my Lord, my. Dear, my betroth'd Husband. 5 
Fernand. So, now all's out; I never was fo trick'd 
in all my life; I know, not what to ſay to her. 
| 8 


Doserb. Madam, 1 hope you will not think me"rude, 
if I deſire a little Privacy; I have a thouſand paſſionate 
things to ſay fit for 1 1 
Tuſeind. With all my Soul. [1s going, and he flops her. 
Fernand. Oh! 1 muſt beg your pardon, the Jeft muſt 
not go ſo far neither. V 
Dorath. Nay, let her go, my Lord, am not T here, 
the happy ſhe that you were once fond of? What can 
you ſeek. from her I cannot give you? Remember, oh 
remember, the dear Hours, when with tranſporting 


| Paſſion, you have ſued for ſuch an opportunity, when 


every Viſitant was irkſome as a Fever, each oying 
Minute tedious and too long, and all your Prayers an 

Wiſhes were addreſs'd to invoke Night, that we might. 
be alone; and can I now be troubleſome? 
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46 The Comical Hiftory 
" Fernand, S'death 1 ſhall ne'er hold out: I find I'm 
ſoftning , her pretty pleading Eyes and charming Tongue 


* 


melt me, I know not hop... 
Tuſcind. Bleſs d Accident! there's Pity in his Look; 
ſhe wins upon him. | ST: org 
Diorot h. Madam, my Lord has thought on't now, 
and you may retire, if you pleaſe, 
Frcernand. Art thou reſoly d to ruin thy ſelf? Dareſt 
thou provoke my Anger? | 
Dioroth. Not by my Will, Heaven knows: I'd loſe 
„ , TITS 
Fernand. Too credulous Fool! How couldſt thou 
believe I would affront my Quality, by mixing with thy 
DN. md ER. TS, 
Doro h. I was not baſely born; beſides, could boaſt Þ 
a noble Value in my Face and Virtue, which made Don 
Fernando think me worthy of him, and raiſe me to his 
Love, which, while Life laſts, I will preſerve for ever. 
Fernand. Why, wilt thou add to my Miſery by ob- 
ſtinacy? Poor Creature, I ſhall kill thee, | 
Doroth. Why then, no harmleſs Dove, or tender 
Infant, will ever die ſo patient: Death I long have 
courted, and ſhould you ſtab my too fond Heart this 
Inſtant, you ſhould perceive me ſmile to meet the Blow; 
make me your Slave, put round my Neck a Chain, wear 
my poor Arms with Fetters to the Bone, torture this 
Body where your Image lies with Crueliies unpractiſed; 
and what's worſe than all, before my Face, act Kindneſs 
Np ad MhoapodunePonly 22 pang Hes 
Iou are my Fate, which ſtill I muſt purſue, 
To ſhew the World what conſtant Love can do. 
Feternand. And might I chuſe a Wife mongſt * 
brigbt Hoſt of radiant Angels, thee I'd prefer before 
em: Jin and embraces ber. 
Oh thou dear Charmer, thou baſt once more won me, 
cur'd my dull Sight, and made me ſee my Folly ; ſhot 
thy Perfections to my Heart ſo ſtrongly, they ſhall live 
JJ“ OT HRT A Be. 


 Doroth, Oh killing oy! 


. 


Luſcind. 9 


me among the Shepherds, is within, an 


this Inſtant faſt, fa 


Don Quixote. 47 
Tuſcind. Ay,. now, my Lord, I honour ye, this was 
a noble Conqueſt o'er your Paſſions | 
Fernand. Ab, Madam, tis with ſhame I bend my 
Knee to beg your Pardon for my brutal Folly; 1 was 
ines ⁵ ]ĩ1ĩ?—s' Tan nh 
Luſcind. Not more my Lord, you have it. 
Fernand. Heaven what a thing is Man when Reaſon 


leaves him? But I'll retrieve my Fame by my new Ser- 


vices; I'll ſeek Cardenio out, heal his Love-ſick Frenzy, 
and fraught with Joys, preſent him to your Arms, 
' Doroth, Sure without ſome allay, my heart can't bear 


theſe Tranſports of true Pleaſure. 


Fernand. By Heaven, my Breaſt is ſo overcharged 
with Joy, there is no room for Thought: Call all below 
there, I'll have a thouſand Witneſſes of my new Con- 


tract and repeated Vows. 


Doroth. My Uncle Perez, that with e Care found 
waits with Im- 
patience, 1 know, my coming our. 
Fernand. That good Man then ſhall join our Hands 
f. for ever: Lead the way, Luſcinda, 
whilſt I and my unvalued Bleſſings follow. Oh my beſt 
Life! How could I talk of killing thee, thou tendereſt 
ſweeteſt Good! but with Love's Bam 
I'll heal the Hurt my rude Expreſſions gave; 
I was thy Tyrant, but am now thy Slave. [Exernnr. 


Mountai 15 and Rocks | at the end of the Deep 


Grove. . 


Enter @ Barber with, a Baſon on's Head, and carrying 
Trimming Inſiruments, followed by Don Quixote, and 
Sancho mounted at diſtance. 09m 
Barber Sings, With my Strings of ſmall Wire, & c. 
Odsdiggers . This was a rare Contrivance to keep 
me from the Rain, the Shower would have pepper'd me 
elſe, Faith, | 

ok Don 
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The Can Hie 
Don Qs. Stand, 1 Knight, and yield 228 pre- 


cious Helmet, or thou di 
Barber. Helmet! O Lord? what hen a ir? 
what Helmet? _ : 

Don Qu. That which thou beareſt, Wrench 3 the gol. . 


den Helmet of Mambrino. 


Barber. Mambrino! Ds' . Sir, 1 Lang. no ſuch 


Nan; Lam a Barber, Sir, 1 g to trim a Gentle- 
man in the next Town here; I n 
this is nothing but a Baſon, Sir. 


ever uſe, a Helmet ; 
Don Qu. Hab, dareſt ts diſpute ? Prepare then for 


the Combat, [Goes to thruſt at him. 


Barber, Help; Mardaer, Murder; ds'heartlickins, is 


the Devil in the Man? { Runs off and let's the Baſon 


0 [Fail, and Don Quixote takes it up. 
"Sancho. Hey day, what a Plague are you doing now ? 


Zoons! will he rob the poor Barber? 


Don Qu. What Barber, Jolthead? Do'ſt not ſee the 


"Treaſure I am Maſter, of, for. which I've watch'd ſo 
2 2 Nights and Days, and oft reſolv'd to loſe my Lite, 


or purchaſe? This is the precious Helmet of Mambrino, 


Raſcal, which I have got as the ſpoils of Victory, from 
the Renown'd Knight of the Three Roſes, I. 


—_ From the Night of the eres Razors, you 
ed. 
Don Qs... Is it nat rare: 2 Don not -admirg the 


Workmanihip "ng 


Sancho. Why, troth Sir, the Baſon I muſt needs ſay 
is as clever a Bafon as a Man would deſire to be Later d 
in; ; but as for any great Warkmanſbip that I-ſee in the 
Baſon 
Don Qs. Baſon! ! what Baſon, Sot ? I tell thee 'tis a 
Helmet. 
Sancho. A Helmet, ba, ba, ba, ha; what; is this a 


Helmet? 


Don Qu. A famous one, and made of Spaniſh Gold, 


in Value worth a Province, only there wants à Beaver. 


Sancho. Only you want Brains rather, ſay, ha, ha, ha, 


"i And ſo this Helmet, "_ rich fo. is it? 


Don 


oecaſion to employ this Helmet. 


Peace alre 


of Don Quixote. 1 49 


Den . of pyrelt Gold, By Art too made i impenetra- 
ble. 
| Savchs. Ha, ha, ba, ha, very ood; ; why then 1 
know where the Wind ſits: but, O little medling comes 
great Eaſe; Let not the Fault of the Aſs be laid upon the 
Pack- faddle Every Herring muſt hang by it's one Gills; 
and He that hears much, and ſpeaks. not at all, is wel- 
com both in Bower aud Hall; and, He 1 "row 
Don Qu. And he that has the Tail and Cloven Feet, 
take thee for a Block-head: Art thou ſtringing thy Pro- 
verbs again, and a Pox take thee, without Head or Tail 
to em? Look out there, Dolt, and ſee who's coming "A 
if my Eyes dazzle not, here's an Adventure will give 


Sancho, Pray Heaven we meet no more "Garriars 8 


my Bones ake ſtill with the laſt Combat of Honour: * 


but I think, if my Eyes inform right, here's no great 
fear of a 5 theſe ert are * bound to the. 


4 


Enten Palameque, Quartiezzo; Lojpe: Ruez Maritex; 
Tenorio, and Gines de Paſſamonte, chain's as Galley- 


Slaves; with taboo Officers, —2 envy" Ones; omg | 
them, Rc The, fo 


Don Qs. Bleſs me; what 1 of Cruelty is this? 
Doſt thou obſerve how they have chain d and bound 
theſe honeſt People? 
Sancho. Honeſt people! What a Plague, are ye blind 
again? Zoons! don't you ſee that theſe are Rogues; 
condemn'd for ſome notorious Crimes, and forc'd by 
the King to ſerye in the Galleys? 


Don As. Force, Sancho; the Ling e can force no, Body 3 Fe 


1 muſt examine t 


hi | | 
Sancho, Nay, if you come to examining once, here” s 


| like to be ane V ork. 


1 Officer. Pedro, go before to the lots: at the bottom 


of the Hill yonder, and b'y Hawn r ſome Wine and a 


Manchet, that we may refreſh a little; the Heat of the 
Day, and the Duſt have almoſt choak'd me. ¶ Ex. Pedro. 


Come you, sir Thief, of more than common mark, 


'C A what 


50 The Comical Hiſtory 
what [To Gines) are you employing your ſelf about? 
What are you gnawing of your Chain, hah? 9985 
_ - Gines, Gnawing it? Why d'ye make an Offtich of 
me? Dy'e think 1 can digeſt Iron? Confound the World. 
you know well enough, I ſuppoſe, the ſtrength of the 
Necklace I wear here, or you would not be fo ruſty; 1 
fhould teach you another manner of Speech, if my ten 
Pickers Were at Liberty: But come tis well enough, 5 
there's no more to be ſaid. ee ee 
1 Offie. Sittah, hold your Tongue, and leave ſwelling, 
leſt 1 make St. Andrew's Croſs upon your Pate. 
Don Qu. By this Man's Inhumanity, Sancho, 1 do 
| perceive'theſe retches have great need of my Aſſiſtance; 
therefore I have ſome thoughts to free mm. 
Sancho. The Devil you wil, © 
Don Nu. It falls out fitly for my Knightly Function to 
ſuccour the Diſtreſſed; therefore no more of your Pro-—x 
verbial Fooleries, 1 tell thee, I'll make them free as Air. 
Sancho. O Lord, O Lord! Why, pray, Sir, conſider 
alittle; you are going to free theſe Rogues from the 
Galleys, and the Holy Brotherhood will ſend us thither in 
their places; oh that ever I was born! Oons, conſider, 
good Sir, conſider what you are doing. - RE. 
Don Qu: Thou fouleſt Inſet, canſt thou fear the 
Brotherhood, when 1 am by thee ? Follow me, I ſay, 
and courageouſly too, or by the Star of my Hopes, my 
faireſt Dulcinea del Toboſo, I'll ſpit thee like a Frog, 
Sancho. Oh what will become of me? *ſheart, I ſhall 
have that grim Fellow's Sword in my Guts within this 
Rs T 
Don Qs Captain, as a Knight-Errant, on whoſe Sa- 
_ cred Office depends the Laws of executing Juſtice, and 
conſequently to be well informed in the Cafe of the 
Afflicted, I requeſt to know the reaſon why theſe Men 
are carried thus; for if my Judgment has inform'd me 
right, tis much againſt their Wills 
1 2 Office Againſt their Wills, Sir, why troth, I think 
there need no great diſpute to be made of that: I ſup- 
poſe there are few Malefactors ſo very ſtouthearted to 
go to the Galleys with their own Confent 


Don 


_of Don Quixote. P 51 
Don Qs. Generous Sir, your Anſwer is ingenuous; 


and I beſeech you therefore, give me leave to add a little 
to this Obligation, and know from you, before you paſs 


on farther, the nature of their ſeveral Crimes. 


Sancho. 80, he's got into his Examinations, and the 


Devil cart hinder him. 1 85 
„ Offic. The Nature of their Crimes, ha, ha, ha; 


[Viewing Don Os. 


2 What has he got on bis Head there, a Baſon? Who the 


Devil is this Scare- crow, I wonder? a Man would take 


him for one of the Knights of the Round - Table, if 
were not for his Brazen Head-piece there. | Aſide. 
The nature of their Crimes, ha, ha, ha, ha; why faith, 
Sir Knight, or Sir Errant, or what you pleaſe to call 
your ſelf, Pm not at leiſure to give you a ſix hours In- 
formation of their ſeveral Affairs; but if you think fic 
to take a btief Relation from themſelves, chere they are, 
I ſhalt have patience till my Comrade comes; and fa 
your Servant, good Knight of the Baſon; ha, ha ha. 


Don Os. Gar tain, your Conrteſy obliges me. Well 


Friend, [To Palam.] ads adverſe Planet, or odd turn 


of Fortune, has made thee wear that Collar, hah 2 > 
Palam. Love, Sir. 


Don Qu. Love! Can there be ſuch 'Barbarity in Na- 


5 ture, to chain the Brave, and make em Slaves, for Lov- 


ing? ? Heavens, I my ſelf had been long ſince in the 
Galleys if Love had been a Crime that could condemn 
me: No, no, dear Brother, ſet thy Heart at reſt; »whilft 
there's a Lover's Arm, and conqu'ring Sword to ſtrike 


in thy Defence, for this thou ſhalt not ſuffer. 


[Embracing the Slave. 
| palam. Ay, but good Sir, your Patience; my Love, 


was not the ſort that you conjeQure, for you muſt 
know, Sir, 1 was in love with a Parcel of Gold Plate, 


and that ſo deſperately, that hupging on't too cloſely, 
had not the Commiſſa aty took me napping, believe 
We had joined Affections till this hour. 


Sancho. Look'e, Sir, the Lover there has operi'd his 


Caſe ny plainly; He _—_ a a Thorn ſhall prick his 


Finger: : 


52 The Comical Hiflory 
Fingers: Your dear Brother has told ye. ot no. better 
than a Thief, in few words. 5 
Don Qu. The. Function diſcovers Wit in't 838 
| Blockhead ; and Hiſtory tells us, ſome have made them- 
ſelves great by't. The wiſe Lacedamonians had none but 
Thieves in their Privy- Council; but let that paſs now. 
Muy young Stripling, what ſay you to th' matter? How 
came you e What wg your Neck to the 
Yoke "it Ca Tope due 
Top The King's Evil, Sir, 819152192 pie] 
. How Ft Can the Law 7 poi — for a 


Don 3 Gad thou'rt in * right, FLAY! TEN n 
King's Evil indeed. 
Sancho. So, that's Nig PERS too is 7 1l.p pick up, a 
World of Relations amongſt theſe honeſt. People, 
Lope. My fault was nothin only a ſlip q th Tongue, 
a little Perſury, or ſo. ; but e no Ranch; and a 
damn'd cevetous Lawyer, that would let no Man ſwear 
falſly but himſelf, I could not get it off, ſo was ſent 
hither. 
Don Qu. 'Twas hard, kroch Brother; but come to 
the next in Order. What ſays your, thoughtful Neigh- 
bour here? What's he in for? [To Quartrezzo. 
Quart, Why, for a few hot Words the Law call'd 
Treaſon ; I hate the Government, and 55 ſpoke my 
Mind. 
Don Qu. There- $A a brave Fellow for ye nom 8 
Sancho. Oh! a very brave Fellow indeed Adams d 
Rogue, 1 warrant 3 the Gallows groans for him. 
Lade. 
ww Offic. His Banks,” there too, has the f af. ſame Kid- 
ney ; ; there are not two ſuch Traitors in all Spain. 
Dan Qu. Gad a mettled Fellow that too, I warrant 
him; W who knows but ſome villainous Lye of ſome 
Court Pimp or other, has brought him into this Condi- 
tion? Gad, I have ſeen Any a Prieſt that has, not had 
lo honeſt a Look. ; 


Sancho, 


Don Quixote. 53 
Sancho. Nay, he's an extreme honeſt Perſon without 
doubt, Oh Lord, now do I begin to tremble, *© 
Don Qu. But come to the Text: What ſays my old 
Friend here? What unkind Star, what ſtrange Male vo- 
lence brings that grey Beard to this Calamity ? Thy AC 
pet does ſeem wiſe, and 1 ſhould guels thy Occhpa-” 
tion has been noble too, © 
Tenorio. It has, Sir, and moſt antient : I have been 
now this fifty years a Bawd, but that brought me not 
here, Sir; *twas fooliſh Curioſity to know Simples, 
dealing in Herbs, Wax, crooked Pins, and Needles, 
which the Vulgar ſaid they found in Sheep and Children 3 
this brought me hither. To be Plain, Sir, Iam har" 
per'd now for Witchcraft, "y * 
Sancho. Oh! A ſmall matter, a thing of nothing. 
Don S. For Witchcraft, mph! 1 Twas there then 
| hs Devil ow'd thee an ill turn: Thy Bawding Trade 
was honourable enough; great | Miniſters and Court- 
Matrons have been Bawds ; the Occupation is of antient 
ſtanding. - But now to th' laſt; here is, methinks, a Fel- 
low that has a written Volume in his Face of Actions 
wonderful, chain d more too than the reſt : The Reaſon, 
Captain? 
- I Offic. The Reise! Why, the Naas is, becauſe 
that's the very Devil of a Fellow; his Name is Gines de 
Paſſamonte, a moſt notorious Villain, that has done 
more Miſchief alone than all the reſt have : and, beſides, 
ſo plaguy ſtrong, that we are not ſure he s faſt _— 
for all he's chain'd ſo. 1 
Don Qu. Faith he's a fine perſon to look on; his 
Face and Whiskers wou'd become Knight -Errantry 


d extremely: pray look up, Sir, and as the reſt have 
; done, be pleaſed to tell me how the Gangs chance to 
e. be honour'd with your Company. | 
d- Gines. Oh, Sir, for that your humble Servant; 'tis no 
"on new thing to me: they have been honour'd with that be- 
nt fore now, Sir; I know how the Water and' Bucket wie x 
-4 | agree with my hot Stomach. | 
1 | Wh, 
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now at liberty. 


Don . What! for ſome Duel of Honour, I war- 
rant ? Some en proud. An kill'd by thy. 
noble Hand, - 

Gines. No, no, Sir, my Hand was imploy'd. another 


Way; 1 was condemn'd for ſeven, Years the firſt time, 


for raviſhing my Siſter : Conſound the World, 1 1 


ber; and there's an end on't. 


Sancho. Oh! there's another very honeſt Fellow. too. 
Gines, And now I'm going thither for robbing a 


Church: I had occaſion for the Plate and Ornaments, 


to raiſe ſome Money to buy my Whore a Petticoat; 
and, juſt as I had got em, the Devil ſent the Prieſt 
to. flop me: but 1 ſoon gage'd and hamſtring'd that 
poor Fool, fought thro? the Town; and had not a 


| whole Troop of Dragoons has were by chance a muf- 


r'ring, fall'n en eee, 1 and my . had been 


Sancho. Very Did you neyer hear of a thing 
call'd Conſcience, — Friend OT 
Gines, Conſcience ! | What's that, the Itch J 1 had is 


when I was a Boy, I remember. 


Sancho. O Lord, Conſcience . Let 3 


duamn'd Son of a Whore for ye. [4] ide. And ſo then 1 
I warrant, honeſt G ines, you wou'd fleece me too upon 
occaſion, were you looſe, and I had a. good Booty ?. 


Gines, No, no; thou; look'ſt too — 5 like a Thief 


== thy ſelf, thou ſhouldit paſs. free 3 ; we always ſpare one 
ny another, 7 


"Pans. Ha, he, ha, ha; there's fog: many Bufflle; 
by the Honour of Knight: hood, thou defery'ft thy Free- 
dom, if "twere but for that e. me wy | 


Hand, 


Gines. 1 have uſe for them; but there's my Foot at 


your Service. [Kicks him. 
Don Qu. Ob, I erp thee bs, I fon thou art mana- 
N Meets prithee don' t be , Friend & hark 


ye, what wou'd — now if 1 "wes, ED thee way Y 


Gines. Nothing, 
Don . Why ſo.? 5 
G 


. of juſtice belongs 


bound to relieye, em, 23 Wretehes and diſtre 
me intreat yo 4 RD to me, see em *. 


be mad then ?. No, 


T7 os 


YG F% GS. { DF. 


of D Don FRE =: 


Gines, Becauſe an lmpoſlibility offer'd by a Foal, de- 


ſerves no a__ from. a: wiſe Man. 


Sancho, Ha, ha, ha, ha; there 1 think, Sin, your 


Frorhen Gines was:even with, you too. 


Don Qu. That thou ſhale preſently. and whether 


do our Profeſſion any. thing is impoſſible, Sir Captain, 
I have with Care examin'd all you Priſoners, and. find, 
| tho there are ſeveral heinous Faults committed, for 
which the Law ſhou'd puniſh! em, yet the main Stroke f 
to Heaven, to Heaven's 7 ee 


therefore let us ah em. And, ſince I am b 75 Oath 


berty. 
1 Offic. Liberty ! Y what a Plague, would you have me 


ſet the King's Priſoners at Liberty? Oons, who would 
good Sir Errant, march an 
your. way, and ſettle your Baſon right there Free 


the King's Priſoners! That were a good one, faith. 


Don Qu. Your Pate ſhall want a Baſon, Caprain 


Scoundrel. Knocks kim down, and diſarms him,] Run 


Sancho, Eines; now, peer leſs Dolcinca, aid 


thy Knight : unfetter Gizes, dear ak 1 Leo 
Sancho. Now can't 1 deny him for the Soul of me, 
tho Heaven knows what Miſcbies will come on't. 


Here Sancho tri 7 up another's Heels, then unfetters Gines; 
then they all releaſe one another; then they firip the 
Captain, who runs off : Then, enter r ſecond Officer with 


Wine; Gines ſeizes it, flrips him, throws all the reſt - 


down on one another, and beats em. 


oo Offic. Oh, the Devil! what's here to 402 Treaſon, 


Treaſon ! Murder, Murder! 


Don Nu. Now let the World declare, whether Knight- 
Errantry is not the nobleſt of all Sciences! [Struts about. 
Sancho, Or, whether noble Squires. of, Knight-Errants 


ought not to be Earls and Governors of Iſlands! 


[Struts about, 


omnes. Huzza, Liberty, Liberty! ? Thanks to the no- 


ble Knight-Errant ; ; Liberty, Liberty! Huzza. 


C4 "jos, 


; 


ed, let 


76 
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inst. Thanks to our noble and valiant Redeemer ; 
here s to his Health; and, Brothers, let's entertain him 
with a Song: Confound the World. Dear Redeemer, 


we are no more Rogues than the reſt of Mankind; all 


the World are Rogues, and deſerve the Galleys as my 


- we. Come n che traps to that SRP Bern 
wo, 


* F " . 4 + 
: 5 5 1 F a" p N 
- ; 


0% R. 


TH Z N the World firſt knew Creation, 
A Rogue was a top Profeſſion ;* | 


| When there were no more in all Nature Far Four, BI 


There were Two of them in reg. op ah 
And the Seeds are no leſs, | * 23054. 
Since that you may gueſs,” TO e tad D167 597 

But 3 in all Ages been growing apace ; | 4d bat 21 

Theres Lying and Thieving . 
Craft, Pride, and Dectiving, 8 ; 
Rage, Murder, and Roaring, 

Rape, Inceſt, and Whoring, . e 
ee out from one Stock, the rank Vites in ; Vogue, [ 


| 0 make all Mankind one Gigantical ow I 1 


View all Humane Generation, ; 
Yow'll find in every Station, 
Lean Virtue decays, whilſt Intereſt ſwaps 
The ill Genius of the Nation. 
All are Rogues in degrees, 
_ The Lawyer for Fees, © "a | 
The Courtier Le Cringe, and Alderman Squeeze, 
I The Canter, the Toper, | 
The Church Interloper, © 
The Punk, and the Practice- of :Piery Greer 5 
But of all, he that fails our true Rights to maintain, 
And en "ny N of wo 0s; is 1 21 7 in Lem 4 


_", 


Pb 


He 


. Don Dance. — 57 


He that 1. to Er i matter, 0 5475 
_ Made Laws to: bind our Cy | 
Shou d have found a way 
Jo make Wills obey, 8 
And have model'd new the Creature 3 | 
For the Savage in Man | 
From Original ran, e 
Aud in ſpite of Canftnement pow 8 W . 
Here's Preaching and Praying, and Reaſon diſplaying, 
Yet Brother with Brother is killing and Raying. 
Then blame not the Rogue that free Senſe dots enjoy, 
The falls like a Log, and believe. be man lie. | 


"Dis Qs. I 40 acknowledye; Sir, your Muſi 5 bo 
teſy, and am well pleas'd to ſee your Gratitude; yet 
one thing more I muſt enjoin, without which the reſt 
appears as nothing, 


Gines. Any thing Confouhd the word: » Dear Re- 
deemer, "commani any —_ 

Don Qs. Tis this; That you all, WONG unh that 
Chain from which I: now have freed ye, go inſtantly to 
the great City of Toboſo, and there, before my Miſtreſs 
Dulcinea, preſent your ſelves, letting ber know, her 
Beauty's Slave, Don Quixote de a Lene bene you 

to her, to enquire cher $ ores 215 aber on © 

glam. Tohoſo dl. 49 KS es 2107 enn £42 
art. Dalcinea | my 

Mart. Enquire her Health! 

Gines. And how far is this T 9 off, good Sir 2 

Sancho. Not above a thouſand Leagues; not very far; 
tis a very pretty Meſſage truly. 

Gines. Confound the World; d'ye know het you 
ſay, Sir, to deſire us to goa hooked Leagues ? Oons, 
we muſt hide our ſelves in the Mountains here by, for 
tear of being taken; we muſt ſhun all Roads and 
Cities. 


i Don Qu, How's that? Dare you diſobey my Com- 
He mand, Raſcal? 


E 8 Gines, 


„% ieder 


Gines.. Raſcal! Keep good Words ia your Mouth. 
D'ye hear, Friend, we are no Sheep. 


Sancho. Good Sir, come aws whilſt you are well; 


Fo that Deviliſh Gines has MifeMeF in's Heart, * fee by's. 
Looks. 


; 5 We can't g 10 Tobjſo, nor ws; war's in ſhort; 
Knight. 

Sines. No, Knight, we ll go to no Tehoſv; 5 # you 
| have a Wench there, and any News for her,” you may 


ſend it by your Booby. N we thank 7e Wr your 
ful Slave, Lil make thee go 


Kindneſs, | bu... 
Don W. But=——Ung 


thy ſelf; and, like a Cur too, with thy Chain betwixt 
thy Legs— Fall on, Sancho, let“ $ chaſtiſe theſe Vit 


Jains; D . 
pp ex o mercy « on . whit will become of us 
now: ! 2 $54 74 ry t | 
Here Don-Quizote fers' 1 em; Son run. 10.4 ; Heap of 
Stones, and * tt e. Sancho down, E 
beat m. bed 1 £ 
5 Palen. come, Sins, the car is deri now ler 
aß. 


- lc "Follow x we Bo yu ea where e 
feulk ſecurely, . ; ”; ny 5 * N 


To a plump Doxy * hers by Amide 09. 9 9571 e 
Shall chear * Hearts with * and e Wine. 
(Eren. 


AM FTY a—< ca a a. 


/ 


of Dew * „„ | 


nil 


< Acre 50 = 
af FOR 2568) 2 — Re 


| | 1815 N 


2 w: SCENE 1 


De Mounta n of Sierra Morena continues. 
Dc n 91 _ Sancho appear bur a on the 
0 x Quixote, cng 


g ls: 5 70 Nn 
* Sancho, Umph. (Groans. 
Don Yu. Son. Sanchs, art- 
© thou aſleep} 
5, dy Sancho. Oh, pes n a. 
MESSE Down Bed the — lies, 
. lee here, ſtreteh'd at 
bi Eaſe, thanks to your moſt invincible Arm, only with 
ſome two. or three hundred: Bruiſes of State upon his 
Bones, 1 have got my Earldom, and a Load of Ho- | 
nour now, or elſe the Devil's in't. 

Don . Look ye, -Sancha, I, have often told thee,. 
theſe Succeſſes of Chivalcy: cannot always be of one 
Degree or Value: ſo that tho naturally, as/it may haps 
pen, a Kingdom or a Continent may drop into aKnight- 
Errant's Mouth, and an Earldom or a Province into his 
Squire's; ſo ſometimes too they may chance to * 0 4 
Camier's Pickſtaues, Giants like Windmills, 
with Stones, and the like; nor ate they to .. a 
repine at the Variety of det. becauſe t they welle. 
ble to our Profeſſiag. 

_ + Sanchg,. Profeſſion! Oons,. yours is the Deyil of a 
Profeflion, 5 beſides, all your Accidents, I mean your 
ill ones 7 good ones I deſpair of) are, a Plague ont, 
all of your own making. Would any one with an 
onnee of Brains, aſter he had miraculouſly done ſuch 
4 an 


1 
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an Exploit, have pretended to force thoſe rude Rogues 


to 0 a thouſand Leagues off, upon a ſleeveleſs Errand 
. to the 


Ee © 
4 * 


vw 


and witty. bs 


| Devil, to Toboſo I know not where, Ah. 
Den Qu. Very well, Sancho; talk on again; the ſmart- 


ing of thy Bones, I do perceive, has made thee [harp 
| 5, J“ ancho grins at him. 
Sancho. Come, come, Sir, Babling Curs never want 


ſore Ears: Tis but an ill Proceſſion where the Devil 
carries the Candle: He that ſpeaks does ſow, and he 


that holds his Tongue may reap. I think 1 pay dear 


enough for't, if I do talk. 


OO 


nate and deplorable State of Knights-Errant !' that wan- 


Don S. I confeſs thou haſt Reaſon, as 1 have, to 


good a Turn? 


Sancho, Who ? Woons! Who could expect other- 


wiſe from ſuch honeſt People? Han't you heard often 


enough the old Proverb, Save a Thief from the Gallows, 
and he ſhall be the firſt to hang ye * — Ah plague of 
your Brethren, your Brother Gines of Paſſamonte, the 
Devil paſs him, h'as made me black and blue on my 

left Side here: But let it go, the Governor will be wiſer 


one day. 1 


Don Qu. If a deſponding Puppy were fit to make a 
* of, 1 ay hike Watt Sancho, thou wouldſt 
make a rare one: But come, 1'll not anger thee now, 
becauſe I know thou art in pain. Prithee come hither, 
and fee how many Cheek-Teeth, and others, they have 
beaten out here; for it ſeems to me that my Mouth is 
quite empty. 1 WW. CCC 4 af? - 
Sancho. Ay, there's ſome other part of your. Head 
empty too beſides your Mouth, if I am not miſtaken : 


But come, let's ſee; O monſtrous ! here's ſix Grinders 
wanting on one {Peeps in's Mouth] fide : Oh unfortu- 


der over Mountains and Valleys, committing Omicils 
and Slaughters, hot heeding the Sun, the Moon) nor 


the *Clipſes, or the wild Campaigne, tho never ſo Pſtill, 


for the reward of broken Teeth and Bruiſe. 


Den Nu. Oh Profanation to all Pearning and Sciences! 
Omicils, Clipſes, Campaigne and Eſtill, for Homicides 


Eclipſes, 


Sn 


RR... 


of Don Quixote. 61 
Eclipſes, Champion and steril! Be dumb, th * Earth. ; 
worm, or ſpeak in thy own Style, on-pain 'of Annihila. 


tion. A plague on 5 90 . confounded Prevaricator 
of Language. (Cardenio Sings within, 


Sancho, Why then i in my own Style, for you know 


well enough that I'm no Schollard, 1 believe here's © 


another Adventure coming, and 1 hope "twill end bet- 


ter than the laſt, becauſe it begins Mu ically, * Fi 


Don dx. Ha! who have we here? 
{Cardenio' enters in- ragged Clothes, and in 4 a will 
bs cog fi bngs 4 ng: Then Exit. 7 5 


3 4 4 * 


s ON G. 


: La. T the dreadful Engines of Eternal will, 


The Thunder roar, and crooked Lightning kills 


| My Rage is hot as theirs, as fatal too, 


And dares as horrid Execution do. 


Or let the Frozen North its Rancour ſhow, 85 
Mithin my Breaſt far greater Iumpeſis gro; 
Deſpair s more cold than all the "ew can blow. Ss 


Can nothing, * warm me * 

Tes, Luſcinda' Eyes; | 
There Etna, there, there Veſ uvio 0 le, 
Tv forme Hdtwih Blame, 5 3 2d a att 

That mounting reach the Skies. C 


n Pow! rs, T1 did but bh hoes Name, 


And ſee how all the Meteors flamſj; 
Blue Lightning flaſhes round the Court of Sol, 
And now the Globe more 10 e yo. 


ab once at Phacton's Fall. Watts ee 
| = IG 376. Gan T A 
450 en e fowry cg, ei nog 
Where Zephyr's ſragrant Winds did Hay Mate 
Where, guarded by a Troop af Loves. 


Ii fore Gan N lay: Ee 161) 


— 
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There ſung the'Nightingals and Lark, 

Around us all waz ſweet and ga; 

. nden grew ſad till it grew daft, 
Nor * fear d but Nortning r. EN 


Glow, Tabu, but "tis wb Hate; 1 8. 
Why maſt I burn for this . 

a Cool, cool it then, and rail, : | 

Since not hing will prevazl, - _ 

a eee Love pretends, wi bus 2 gain her 
„ 
And for better, and for worſe, "ris or Marrow of the 

Purſe, 
Where ſhe filts you o'er and 0 r, boa 4 Slattern « or 4 

5 Whore. ae 


. This. Hour will þ ow” a ver, 
And will cuckold ye the next: 
They were all contriv'd tn ſhite : * , 
To torment us, not delight ; 
But to ſcold, and ſcratch and bh 
And not one of them proves right; 
But all are Witches by this Light : . 
And fo 1 fairly id 'em, and the World, Good Night, 


Don 1 K. By * Matter A in this gang I per- 
eeive this poor Gentleman's Diſtreſs: was occa by 
Love; therefore 'tis fit I follow and relieve him. 

Sancho. You relieve him ! Sbud, why don't you ſee 
the Man's mad? How the Devil can you relieve him, 
unleſs you could give him Phyſick ? Pray, Sir, hold 
you ſelf contented; you may be a good Knight Errant, 

ut for a Braincurer, the Lord have mercy upon ye. 

Don Qu. Thou art a Clod, Sancho, and haſt not Soul 
enough to fathom the depth of my y Underſtanding; but 
know, thou Lump unform'd, that = Profeflion extends 
to aid the Mind, as well as Body: were be as mad as 
Ajax, or that ſtout Peer of France, Orlando Furieſo, 

with one hour's Conference, I'd make him ſpout Poli- 
ticks: with a Secretary of State, Law with a Judge - the 7 
Aſuaes, 


for't now.. 1 muſt follow him, t 
at laſt to be no better than to en a Herd of Cattle. 
Well, He that blows in the big, will make himſelf blind; 

and, If it were not for Hope, the Heari would. break., | 


_ Don Quixote. TR 7 


 Kiſizes, and Theology: with a Conyocation of Biſhops; 3 


therefore follow me, and ſaddle Roſinante immediately, 


for I intend to overtake him, and then thou ſhalt ſee- 


this done in an inſtant. xi Dan Qu. 
Sancho. 1 ſhall ſee my ſelf well thraſh'd again, I be- 


| eve; and-ſo.*tis Ykely will end the Adventure of the 


Madman: But hang't the Devil is not always at one 
door, He that is in is half wa 15 over; there's. no help 
0 my Government come. 


there 'sthree Froyerbs left yet to comfort me. 
| [Exit after him. 


| Enter Don Fernando, Luſoinds,! areſs 4 like a Nun, Do- 


rothea in her e Us 08 pwn wi Peres and Ni- 
cholas. 


Doroth. g you then be ſo 85837 Do. I not TRY ; 
that you have repented of your late Unkindnefs, and 
now reſolve to own poor Dorothea ? 

Don Fern. The Reſolution is as firm as Fate; thou're 


now my own for. ever. 


Tuſeind. Bleſt'd Accent! And now, my Lord, I ho- 


nour ye: This was a noble Conqueſt o'er your Paſſions. | 


Perex. Tis great and worthy, . ike himſelf, 


Don Fern. Ah! Madam, "tis. with ſhame I bend m. 
Knee to beg your Patdon for my brutal Folly: But 1 Vit : 


retrieve my Credit by my new Service, in preſenting e. to 
your Arms the wrong'd Cardenio. 


Tuſcind. All Honour and Happineſs attend your 71 277 | 
ſhip; ; and pray Heayen we may find him Per bot 
how I Jong to give, 9278 Heart a Remedy, oft it 
Peace for me! 
"Perez. He cannot be far off; ; for, as the epbids | 
bave directed us, vonder $ the Rock wherein be ſleeps 


by Mi t, and 5 Nis likely we may find him. 


chol. And did they ſay Don Quixote was here too? 

5 Both he and Bf Therefore, my Lord, if 
jou are refoly'd to further the Contriyance 1 ately told 
- e TS - 


N 


2 l'll be ſome Don to uſher in your Majeſty, 


coming: I have the Tail of mine Hoſt's Mare. to make 
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e of, and do an Act of Charity, by getting * oor 
Lunaliek Genileman home to hug Houſe, this is the es 
and Juncture. 

Don Fern. Moſt willingly” and will make one my 
- ſelf: For the Scene well acted, muſt needs create Di- 
 yerſion, Come, my ſweet Love, you muſt have your 
part too. 

Perez, Oh! r my Lord, ſhe is to be the principal Ac. 
treſs, and we have a Dreſs ready for her: She's to per- 


| ras the Princeſs Micomicona, Queen of the great King: 


dom of Micomicon in Ethiopia ; who being depos d 
and driven from thence by a monſtrous Giant called 
Pandaflando of the Dusky Sight, comes ſome three thou- 
ſand Leagues to the fam'd Don Quixote, to redreſs her 
Wrongs, and re-inſtate her: This Plot will doubtleſs 
draw the frantick Fool from theſe wild n and we 
ſhall ſhare the Mir tn NN 
Doroth. Let's about it veekerily : And th your Princeſs, 5 

let me alone to divert my deareſt Lord here; 3 you ſhall 
ſee me act it like any Player. 

Don Fern. Ha, ha, ha, ha! 1 ſhall die 45 laughing 


Nichol, And I'll be your old Squire to introduce your 


me a Beard ſhall reach to my Knees. __. 

Don Tan Twill be rare Sport; my Servants ſhall all 
be diſpuis'd too for the, Buſineſs, Come, Madam, pray 
be merry. with us, all will be well 3.1 Warrant ve. .W 
ſhall ſoon find your Love Car denio, and cure bim * 
his Frenzy: 1 have already ſent for a Doctor, les given. 
order What to do; And, Madam, doubt not but you t 
ſhall meet with Joy. 

Luſcind. Hea ayen, . we. way ; let ol but fe Car-, 
denio once more mine, N envy not the reſt of WP, N 
ene B55 „ „ 


4 a 
Enter Don Ute Cardenio, and Sauebe: h 
B 


. Gard You much amaze me, Sir, in this wild "oe | 
anz A Place that ah Toy the We Where Peo- 


* 5 - ple 
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ple civilized never inhabit, to meet ſuch Courtefy as 
yours. VVT Si 
: Don Qu. Sir, Humanity is one of the-.beft Rules of 
my Profeſſion ; and 1 ſhall be highly pleas'd, if my 
good Fortune [Salute here] has led me to be any way 
a means that may contribute to your Satisfaction. 
Carden. Your Perſon I am wholly a Stranger to, and 
cannot but admire, why in this Country, ſo bleſt with 
Peace, you practiſe Arts of War, and travel thus in Ar- 
mour: But perhaps there is a Secret in't not proper for 
my knowledge; I'll therefore ſtint my Curiofity, and 
beg you, if you know where there is any thing to drink, 
to giye a little to aſſuage my Thirſt ;' for in this ſlender | 
interval of Senſe, I can make uſe on't ; but if my Fit 
ſhould take me, as at uncertain times it often does, all 
% o 
Don Qu. Run Sancho and ſearch the Wallet; there is, 
1 think, ſome Wine; bring it hither preſently. . 
PF . #&e 4 Cardenuo. 
Sancho. Why, here's another of the Starving too; a 
Knight-Errant, I warrant him, by his Tatters : What a 
deyouring meagre Look he has! Sbud, he makes me 
hungry at the very ſight of him. [Exits 
Carden, And now to ſatisfy your Curioſity, Sir, of 


knowing what I am, and how I came thus wretched, 
J will 15 my Story, but with this Condition, that you 
will promiſe me upon your Honour, during the time of 
telling, not to inturrupt me, nor by a Queſtion or Con- 
tradiction ſtop me; for if you ſhould, my Accident of 
Madneſs would return, and I ſhould then do things ex - 
Sato ren Boot boon 
AE Re- enter Sancho with Wine. 
Don Qu. Oh! fear not, Sir, you ſhall find me more 
attentive ; Come, fill a Cup, Sancho —» Here, Sir, 
here's to your better Fortune. [ Drints. 
Carden, May yours be happy, Sir, with perpetual 
leſſings, whatever becomes of me, mme. 
Sancho. Why then, by my Governorſhip, 1 believe 
his plaguy Devil my Maſter can conjure in good earneft : 
| | | | | to 


Dorqo 


5 — 
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to my thinking the Madman talks as wiſely as avy 
| ließ of 'em all already. 


[Cardenio drinks ; ; they fir down, | 


Don Now ay begin Sir, I am filent a8 a 
gs. fit 3025 Sancho. 
Garden. Know then, good Sir, my Name's Kurbel 


a Gentleman of Arragon, well deſcended, who, from 


my Childhood to my ri 15 r Years, liv'd with a Credit and 
Content en till Love, chat fatal Bane to hu- 
man Happineſs, ſubdued my Senſes to bewirching Beauty, 


and fore d my Soul to doat upon * « yobls Vu. 


gin of unmatch'd Perſection. 
7% LOOP Zu. Hum, hum, hum. 


[don Le makes ſigns of aiding bi Srory 


[without peaking. 


.”" arncho, Come, Sir, Sonows dry, gat before you go 


an farther, here's your Lady Sindy's Health, 
Drinks, and fills to Cardenio. 

Don 5 Peace, Blockbead; or if you muſt be man- 

nerly, with, a pox, Cye—do i it by Signs as 1 do. 


[Den Quixote ems to. threaten Sancho. 
Carden. Take heed, good; Friend'; pray remember 


| the Conditions, Sir, I loy'd ber, and was lov'd with 


that Succeſs, nothing was wanting but the happ 2 Day 
to. 2 our: Wiſhes, Which was at laſt appointe 

Don u. Hum, hum, hum. [Makes _ 
| Carden. And becauſe Love's beſt Guard is Secrecy, l 
truſted my Affair only to one, the Son of a Grandee, 
his li Fernando, my Xowh's Companion, and, as 1 


thought, my Friend; him I entruſted with my deareſt 


Treafure, and in his Honour thought my ſelf ſecure. 
Don Qu. Hum, hum, hum. 
Sancho. Hey, hoe, hum . 
Carden. But ab, 7 none depend on * Heart's Sin- 
4 cerity, becauſe the Face ſeems heneſt; for ſome few 

days after, Luſcinda having a great Wit and Genius, and 
one that ſtill delighted much in Reading, I ſent to her, 
by my falſe Friend Fernando, a. fooliſh Book of Chi- 
valry call'd Amadis du Gaul; not that {be valu'd it for 


we Contents, far ſhe. had Senſe 10 KNOW 'twas all ridi- 


culous, 


% rom 


hl od 7 ho 
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culous, the Exploits of the Knights · Errant all Romantick 
and their whole Volumes filld with lying Fables. But 

Sancho. But! A p Plague on your Buts [Don * 12 
farts and ftares] y ave done your Buſineſs: 
zooks, here will be Murder e my Maſter will 
tear out the Soul of him, if he n Word more a- 
gainſt Knights. Errant. 

Carden. But that before, we bad a nallyi ying Argu- 
ment upon a modern Madman, call d Don ee, a + - 
ſtrange whimſical Monſter, in Bon. Qu. frowns} which 
L af That the Bright, Renowned, and Peerleſs 

Dulcinea, fam'd Moltrels pl that fooliſh frantick Ideot, 
had once a Baſtard by her Apothecary. 

[Don — riſes 24. Sancho trembles. 
Don Py Ob Fire, e a i to Arms 


and Honour! 


Sancho. Nay then, the Storm comes with a Venge- 
ance; Fire, Fire Murder, Murder! . 

Don u. Am Ja Knight, and hear this belliſh slan - 
der? Awake, Don Quixote, thou ſleep'ſt; awake I 
ſay Hark e, doſt hear ma? Madman, Fool er Devil, 
if thou hereafter dateſt but move my Lips againſt ſweet 
Dule inea, or but ſo much as name * So eur ſed Pothecary 
with peerleſs Duleinea, or think Faß any of his Tools, or 
Implements—Storax, Or Savine, get thee each Dey. e 
Heart, for I. will be as cruel in the tearing it, as is t 
abhorr'd Tongue, that flanderous. Viper, in Poiſaning 
the Fame of Radiant Duleinea·— 

ltere Card. throws the Wine in's Face, ſuddenly... 

San ih. So, there's the firſt Gun, the Broad - ſide s 
coming; here will, be deviliſh Work between the two. 
Madmen preſen 


Carden. The. Rack's 2 fooliſh Torture, Phalaris's - 


(Carden. falls into bis mad Fir} Bull, or the Iron Wheel 


of witty Dionyſius, that were proper for him——Hah! 
What art thou! The Traitor Fernando! And thou art. 
his Catamite, his Pimp, art thou [[ UCIe Sancho. 

Sancho, Not I, Sir; Lm none of bis Pimp, not I. 
Would I were a Mouſe for two Views, ſa. had but 


Ee era | How to creep into. 


© Cardens 


* 
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* 


her own making rather than my Bones had been con 


* Carden, Oh, that I now had thirty Rows of Teeth, 
or were an _— with an hundred pair of Claws, that I 


might tear and eat this Traitor, Traitor. 


' * [Falls up34 Don Qu and Sancho, throws em 


Aon; beats \andkitks"em, and then Exit. 
Don S. Oh Dulcinea del Toboſo, pardon my Negli- 
eck, I beſeech thee; 1 had forgot to invoke thy In- 
fluence when firſt I roſe this Morning, and fee what 
comes on't Is the Madman gone, Sancho? ' 
Sancho. Les, yes, and wonderfully recovered; you 
have been as good as your Word, you have cur'd him 


to a Miracle. Whether he can fpout Politicks like a 
Stateſman, or Law like a Judge, I know not; but he 
can kick and cuff like a Devil, that I'm ſure of. [MWeeps. 
Don Qs. A Plague of his mad Pate, the Fit was a 
little too far gone upon him. F 

Sancho. A Plague of Radiant Dulcinea, I ſay; would 
the Pothecary had poiſon'd her; or would her Nurſe 


— 


had drown'd her — in her Cradle with a Water of 


cern'd about her; or her Baſtard either But come, 


Better late than never; Pm reſolv'd now to retire: in 


time from this Highway to Battoons and Bruiſes, and 
viſit my Wife and Children again, whilſt I can make 


| hhifeto crawl to em; for to that Scantity of Travelling 
my Squireſhip has brought me. [San. ſpeaks ſobbing. 


1: There's the Murrion too, that did Service at the Siege 


Don. Qu. Wilt thou then leave me, Sancho? 


Sancho. Leave ye? Ay, and *tis high time, I think, 
Sir: Tis an old Saying, The Ant had Wings to do her 


hurt: Farewel Knight-Errantry, i'faith: And to begin 


to get rid on't, there, Sir there's the dudgeon Dagger 
you gave me, the Ruſt upon't has kept it warm and 


quiet; beſides, I never ſhew'd it the Sun to tan it, not 


of Golletta; this Jerkin likewiſe; that has defied all Wea- 


thers; pray give em your next Squire, together with 
ſome hard Cruſts here to keep his Teeth going, leſt he 


forget to uſe em: Theſe, I think, are the main part of 


LE 
£ 8 


Don. 9g. 'Tis very well. 


Sancho, 
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Sancho. As for the Government of the Iſland you pro- 
miſed me, eien let that hang a drying a little, for ſome 
more able Earl than I to manage; for I'm ſatisfied now, 
That the Hen lays as well upon one Egg as upon many; 
and Several come for Wool that return ſhorn; So much 
thou'rt worth as, thou, haſt, and ſo much thin haſt as 
thowrt "Worth, 1 know you don't like my Proverbs, 
but now tis as broad as long, © Better play a Card too 
much than tob little :. A good Pay-maſter needs no Surety : 
And my Gtannum us d to fay; The Legs carry the: e Bully, 
and not the Belly the Four; and there's an end ont. 
Don. Qu. Oh Pox! Nay go on, go on, thread em, 
ſtring em, away with em, | thy Belly- full of Proverbs 
at parting. however; but remember this when am an 
Emperor, Dogbolt. 17 111 944 ict tg 
Sancho. An Ea peror, ah! Gad ſave your 'hot Head, 
zou had better go home Along wich me, and look to d"your | 
Ploughtdett. ETES N 
Don. Gs. of, very well, lodpole: *- FREWE HOY 2.00Þ 


Enter Nicholas, diſguiſed "with a long white, Beard. 


Nicho. Know thou moſt doughty and renown'd 
Enight-Errant, that I am call'd the Squire of the White 
Beard, Servant to the mighty Princeſs Micomicona, Queen . 
of the great Kin; gdom of Micbmicon in Ethiopia ; ; Who, 
by the Far me of Wy moſt noble Deeds, has tra 1'd from 
her Country to this Place, to beg'a Boon of thee; and 
now, behind yon Buſh ſhe ſtancks on foot, and begs ad- 
mittance to thy Lordly Prefence. 7 5 [ Bovoing. 
Don Qu. Friend, go and tell the Queen, Don Quizote's 
at her Service, and will attend her here Hum Hum, 
' [Tooking ſeornfully on Sancho. 
Sand ho. "How's this 2 KH great Queen come from her 
Country to beg a Boon of him: Sbud, if this Squire of 
the Beard ſhould ſpeak ' Truth now, I have made a fine 
buſineſs on't. Zookers, here ſhe comes as fair as a 
Church-Saint, as bright as a Cherubim : . ; 
i ne'er r ſaw ſuch a 8 8825 in 1 my- Lite, 1 
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Enter Don Fernando leading Dorothea at the Princeſs 


1 
Micomicona, with à Retinne of Servants droſt after the i 
Mooriſh Faſhion. [lc8cbe Eneels. : 
Den . By the Honour of Knighthood, Madam, tis 
too much; your Greatneſs muſt not kneel to your un- 
Worchy Servant; nay, I beſeech your Majeſty, _ 
Doro. Thrice e thou Flower of Chi. 
valry, Soul of true Lovers, and Quinteſſence of Courteſy, k 
I've ſworn to live for ever in this Poſture, and make my : 
bended Knees one piece with the Earth, unleſs-you grant 
me the Requelt I come for, - © ? 
Don Qu. Madam, I'll do't, whate'er it be; therefore : 
| fot 1 T! HO by Webby 25 tl 
pray riſe;: Let me but know what Miſereant has wrong'd b 
ye, this powerful Arm ſhall thunder in your Quarrel more : 
twiſt than the hot Bolts that ſplit the Clouds. 5 
Don Fern, | ſee, moſt Renowned Sir, loud Fame has c 
5 8 you Juſtice in ſounding thro' the World your Cour- Q 
teſy. 15 1 8 A 
Diorotih. Aſſur'd of this, I now may riſe with Comfort. 
„ i 15 te ig th ig th 
Paerex. All Honour to the blazing Comet of Knight- 
Ain the Roſe and Tulip of Fame and Fortitude, 5 
my noble Country- man Don Muixote de la Mancha; Wl © 


the Report of this great Queen's coming being ſpread 
2 * 5 our Neighbourhood, ſo far WF, my F 
Joy and Wonder, that I could not contain my ſelf from 23 
ſeeking you out, and being an Eye-witneſs, . 
Sancho. Ay, tis ſo; I am utterly undone, a moſt 
miſerable Rogue: Stay, is there no way to rig my ſelf 1 
without his taking;nonee?, i 
Don Qu. I am glad to ſee your Reverence well, good 0 
Mr. Curate, and would entertain ye longer, but that 1 My 
thirſt to receive the Queen's Commands. 
Perez, The Trick takes rarely, I ſee. [ Aſide. 
Don Fern. As we could wiſh ; but how thrives our (n 


Affair? Have my Servants found Cardenio ? 


4 


« 


Perex. 


| _ = 24 
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Perez. Juſt as 1 came hither, as he was lying faſt aſleep 

under a Cork-Tree: He was very unruly at firſt, but be- 

ing oyerpower'd by Numbers, they ſoon bound him, 
and carried him to the Iun you order'd, © 

Don Fern. And has Luſcinda ſeen him: 2 
Perez. Not yet, 1 have advis'd the contrary, till he 

has taken the Medicine the Doctor order'd, and ſlept 

So LI TIN ig a: 
© Dow Tab Tis well; in the morning I my ſelf will 

be his Doctor: At preſent let's mind the Game on foot. 

Doroth. To be brief then, brave Sir: In Zthiopia, 

where the Sun ſheds his ſwarthy Influence, making 

my Natives all of ſable Hue, as 1 had been, had not 


the Skill in Charms of my kind Father, wife Finacrio, 
hindred it in thoſe Dominions: You muſt know, I'm 


call'd — I'm catl'd — moſt Generous Knight 1 
fly I'm call'd 0 Heavens! The niemory of my 
| Griefs hinder my very Speech! What am I call'd? 

Quickly, *dflife I've forgot. © [To Perez aſide, 
- Perez. The Princeſs Micomiona! © 
3 Dorot h. I'm call'd, the Princeſs Micomicona, ſo nam'd 


„dom the Kindom of 4ricomicor, late lefi me by my Fa- 
Sancho. How proud he looks already? There's ſome. 
h great Honour coming to him, I ſee't in's Face: 0 


| Dog Sancho! Don't you deſerve to be hang'd? 
gl TO OT I 
Doroth. The good old King knew by his Skill in Ma- 
ny gick what would befal me after he was dead; how Pan- 
dafilando of the Dusky Sight, a horrid brutal and miſ- 

u fapen Giant, ſhould treat of Marriage with me; which 
cf refus'd, ſhould then make War, and drive me from my 

$ Kingdom; to relieve me from which diſtreſs, he told me 
at his death, that I muſt travel into Spain, where I ſhould 
happily meet with a Knſght-Errant, the Honour of his 
Country and that Order, the Valour of Whoſe Arms 
ſhould kill the Giant, and preſently reſtore me to my 
Kingdom; which Knight muſt be your ſelf, ro whom 
(my Father has commanded me) after the Giant's Death 
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try worth chawing, hah? | 
now, be an Emperor, or go home a 


— — re. — 7 —— — = 


what a Plague, .all is not got by wearing of 
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* 


if you think fitting, to give my (elf in Marriage, and 


make you Monarch of Micomicon. 


Don 24. Oh Madam, your Father was too gracious— 
What think you now, Hog-grubber ? Is Knight-Erran- 


nd mind the Plough- 


men, uinph, Jolthead? | _. -; .* [To Sancho. 


C 8 


Sancho. Ah, dear Sir, conſider, No man is born wiſe; 


A Biſhop is no more than another Man without Grace 
and good Breeding, Alas, I confeſs my ſelf a Booby, 
Sir, a fearful Scoundrel ; There's my Head; 1 beſeech 


ve, Sir, break it acroſs; or if you. pleaſe to honour me 


with a dozen or two of Kicks, Sir, I ſhall think my ſelf 


highly obliged, ſo you aſſuage your Anger, and forgive 


F tim .i6af.caamnfiongd 0 ano33 a7 ty ggst by 
Nic ho. Her Majeſty I hope remembers likewiſe, that 
the. wiſe King, to reward my Fidelity, when this good 


+ * 


Knight had ſlain Pandafilango, gave charge to make her 
Suit to him, that I might be an Earl or Governor of 
| ſome Iſland. PP 


— 


_ . . Sancho, You an Earl! Hark'e Friend, Slow Fire makes 
| Fweet Malt. There may be more than one Egg in 4 Hen- 
Rooſt. Tf you meddle with my Mouth, I ſhall ſnap at 


your Fingers; diye ſee, therefore look to your ſelf; 
a ong Beards. 
Don Qu. No, no, Friend, you know you mnſt go 
viſit your Wife and Child een. 

Sancho. Ah Sir, if you mention that, you ſlay me 
you flea me alive. Alas, Sir, 1 dare as well hang my 


ſelf as go home without my Government; my Vite, 


and the young Cockatrice my Daughter, now I have 


- 
& 3 


put this plaguy Counteſs-ſhip into her Head, will worry 


« 


me if 1 fail her... 


1 


„ 2. Well, Vermin, for ſame. good Service paſt, 
id 


in conſideration too of ſome late Drubbings, I will 


* 


once morg, take thee into Grace; but if again I catch 


thee grumbling, thou art no more my Squire: There are 
others would be Earls too, you ſee, Sancho. | 


Sancho. What, that dry old Kex? Gad, I'd have 


throtled him with his own Whiskers if he had ſaid three 
8 3 0 | 5 Wo Words 


Which had 1 better do 


7. Don Quixote. . 77 

Words more. But come, tis well enough now; and 

ſince we are reconcil'd, as ſoon as ever you marry that 

delicate fine Queen there my Ifland will be within 

an Inch of me in a twinkling. 

Nicho. 1 ſhall laugh out; I'm not able to bold 1 

| | Aſides 

Perez. Was ever Fool fs tranſported 1 Aſide. 

Fern. Huſh; look grave; his Maſter turns this way. : 

17 [4 . 

Doroth. You have rais'd me from the loweſt va of 

Sorrow, to the higheſt Mountain, Sir, of humane Hap- | 

pineſs : I'm all Air methinks. Let Muſick ſound there * 

and let my menial Slaves begin a Dance to entertain 

this Wonder of Knight-Errintryg, [Dance here. 

Sancho. This will I make my Black Subjects do every 

Morning to divert me— I'll ſing a Song that was made at 

Tereſa's and my Wedding, that her Majeſty may know 
wel Parts. | | 


nanny ſings a Songs, and then dances nanu. 


L FN. y 'S Oo N G. "ab 


” 

t Tg, Font one Morning, the Cock had inf crowd 

5g Sing hey ding, hoe ding, langtridown "obo fd 

8. My Holiday Clothe, on, and Face newly mow'd, 5 
'0 Wich a hey 81 hoe down, drink up your 
; brown 

Ys The Sky was all damed, no Scarlet ſo red, 


ny For the Sun was juſt then getting out of his Bed, 
fe, When Tereſa and I went to Church to be ſped, 


ve Wikh a hey ding, hoe ding, ſhall, 1 come to woo 

5 . . 

Py 1 ding, hoe Jing, will ye bad to me, 5 ; bar, 1 
alt, Ding , ding, ding, ding, ding, ding derry, ders 5 
will derry ding, ding, ding, ding, ding, hey lang- 


tridown woot 
are LIT 
ave MW Her Face was as 1 fair as ißt had been in Print ; 


ee 8 hey ding, ec. 
ords | 


Ana 
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And her ſmall. Ferret Eyes did lovi aint, 
With a hey HW, 9 wh 1 vn 
Tet her Mouth 524 been Hamay'd wh Cimfits and Plum 58 
And her Teeth that were uſeleſs for 28 her Thumbs, 


Had late, like ill Tenants, forſaken her Gums, - 
4 a a 1 1 hoe ding, 9255 e 


Ss 


2007" 4 


1 ks * came 2 0; and we both x Were. 4 Bed, 
Sing hey ding, cc. 
Such ſtrange things were done, theres 510 more to be fat, 1 
_ With a hey down, exc. 
Next Morning her Head ran of mending her Gown 3 
And mine was plagu d, how to pa) Piper a Crown, 
And ſo. we roſe ub, the. ſame Fools aue lay down, 
Wirh a hey ding, hoe ding, . 


"Di This i is unexpected. 3 
Don Qu. My Squire, Maddn-—<b6net and cruſty, 
5 but no great Head- piece. 
Dioroth. He has perform'd to a miracle, and I reſolve 
to do him grace. [Kiſſes her hand. 
Sancho. Now. Spawn of ald Father Time, let me ſhe 
your Beard do as much. 
Nicho. Her Majeſty values me more for my Head chan 
my Heels, Skip-Jack. 
Don Fern. Madam, you muſt needs have heard of "5 
Renowned: Sancho Panca, his Fame ſounds almoſt as 
loudly as Don Nyixote's: This is the famous Squire, 
Madam, 
That by his Maſter's ſide defies Battoons and Clubs, 
' Whoſe Back and Sides, both Black and Blue,. now 
wear the honour'd Drubs. 
Sancho. That 1 do, by, my Faith, Madam ; hitch, 
if your Majeſty will give me leave to ſtrip, you ſhall ſee 
if you pleaſe, 
Doroth. I know him now, he's juſt the very Perſon 
my Father once deſcribed, who, I alſo remember, was 
ſorry for a Misfortune, which be knew by his Art bad 
| happen'd to him, which is, that Sancho s ne to 


whom 
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whom I elſe had been obliged to give one of my Maids 
Sancho. Why then, the Devil take all III Luck ; now 

L ſee that old Saw is true, that ſays, Every Man once in 
his Life will find. a minute to curſe his Marriage. If IL 
had not been/yoak'd-now: to my Blouze at home, a Pox 
take her, I might have had a May Lady, a Virga tasta, 
with a-Head as: gawdy as a Tulip, and a Shape as flen- 
der: Odzooks, I've; no patience to think on't ; Il go 
and hire ſome Rat · catcher to poifon the Cups and Diſhes 
ga atchomes Who the Devil would loſe Preferment for the 
ſake of Two- peny- worth of Ratsbane 
Pieoreæx, In troth, my good Friend and Neighbour, 
haneſt Sancho, I am ſorry to hear this; for as I remem- 
ber, twas my luck to give Tereſa and you the Bleſſing. | 
Sancho. A Plague on your Bleſſing; I perceive. 1 ſhall 
have occaſion to wiſn you bang'd for your Bleſſing— 
3 Finiſher: of Fornication, good Conjunction Copu- 
„ „% ages eros 
Nic ho. The profane Wretch defames the holy. Ordi- 


| nance: of Marriage; and ought to be preſented. to the 
I - Perez. Speak reverently of our Function, Sancho, or 
Ell excommunicate you the Church, © 
n -. Sancho. I care not; 1 ſhould loſe nothing by it, if 
85 you ſhould, but my Nap in an Afternoon. 
e. - . Doroth. Is your Valour, Sir, at leiſure to begin the 
18 Journey towards the Giant:t: 
e, Don Qu. Madam, I am. Sancho, a word with thee: 
I've been conſidering on this Adventure, and muſt con- 
8, feſs, tho I may be an Emperor, my Head runs more 
* on Honours Eccleſiaſtical; a Pope methinks, or Cardi- 
3 nal; l'm for: ſome: grave and ſolid Dignity that tends 
ch, towards Religion. 15 V'XkF‚ are: 
ſee Sancho. Religion! Oh Gadzooks, Sir, never mind it; 
axe care of being Prieſt-ridden, good Sir, whatever you 
ſon do, unleſs you have a mind to loſe all your Dominions 
. aſſoon as you come to em. 5 | 


Don Qu. I muſt reflect upon't. Now, Madam, pleaſe 
80 your Majeſty to ſet forward, 


Ds: Lead 
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Lead me where. e er you pleaſe ; tis ſtill my Duty 
To right a Lady” $ N and B for Nene Lap 
Beauty. 
Don Fern. Long live the Inuſtrious and Incompara: 
| ble — 1 Don Nuixote de la Mancha. 
: [Exis Don Quixote, leading Dorgches,: and 


Fernando following, L 4158.2 
Perez. How I admire his Fortitude and vide 
5 wel Neighbour, what's your buſineſs? . 2 


: [Perez going out, Sancho! ſtops bim, 
Sancho, Why look'e N eighbour, tho 1 wiſh'd you bang- | 
ed juſt now, twas only in my Paſſion, d' ye ſe 
and never the ſooner for a haſty Word you know; 
and therefore becauſe I know you can forget and ee 
I'll make bold to deſire a Favour of you. 

Perez, Well, Neighbour, tho you were a lite bard 
upon the Prieſt- hood; yet, becauſe I know twas done 
without any intention of harm, I'll paſs-ir: by for once: 
Spe come, what is it? 

Sancho. Why, you muſt know that my Maſter, 2 Don 
Quizore, is juſt now breeding a new Maggot in his Pate, 
not to be an Emperor, but a Pope, or a Cardinal: And 
if fo, my Preferment's gone again, for I am wholly un- 
fit for any (what d'e call it) Ecclezaskical Dignity, be- 
cauſe I am a married Man; and for me to be every 
foot hunting for Diſpenſations to enjoy Church. Livings, 
were to pound a Snow-ball in a Mortar, with deſign to 
make Powder on't : therefore I would deſire you as his 
Friend, to adviſe him to be an Emperor by all means, 
that I may have an Office proper; for to ſay the truth, 
I may chance to make an Angel of a bonds but 1 

wall be a very Devil of a Church-maan. 
- Nicho, How's this? Have I caught thee a end 
time villifying che Church? Nay, now the 12 70 iti- 
on ſhall know it, and the Maid of Honour be mine 
for my good ſervice; I wh about i it oF you are a 
precious Rogue indeed. . 
Sancho. Will ye fo, ye old Bearded Goat! 2 11 have 
a Taft on you firſt, i'faith; I'll ſend ye mark'd to the 
Inquiſition however, How now! What a Plague, rows 
ih a x 1 he 


will | 
coming; * Dooms-day too is too near! Woe, Woe, to 


SO" OE" RT er 


he ſhed his nd as Snakes do their Skins? Hey day, | 
[Sancho goes to take him by the Beard, and pulls it off. 


who the Devil have we here? our merry Neighbour and. - 
_ Towns-man, Mr. Nicholas the Barber? | 


Nicho. The Planets have decreed i. Sword, PER 
as if mad.) Fire, Ruin, Plague and Deſolation, Woe 


de to Spain! the fatal Beard is of [Exit Nicho. 


Perez, I muſt ſecond the et this Accident 
diſcover us Aſide.] The great Eclipſe is 


Spain ! "the fatal Beard is off. Exit Perez. 
Sanc ho. The Beard is off indeed, and as cleverly as 
the Wearer himſelf could have ſhaved it: But what this 


is to Spain, and Eclipſes, and Dooms-day, there I am 


puzzl'd again. The Beard has diſcovered the Barber, 


and if the Barber don't diſcover the Trick of the In- 
chanted Beard, 1 ſhall begin to fear there's ſome Dog- 
trick in the buſineſs; I knew him for an arch Rogue 


when he was at. home, and therefore doubt him the 


more now: Gad I muſt after him, and know the Truth. 


hut ſtay, firſt let's take a Dram of en, 
Friend Sancho. Let me ſeen _ : 

The Fortunes of this Day are worth repeating : 8 

My Morning's Breakfaſt was a luſty beating; 

My Nooning time, more lucky tho by far, 

Cramm'd then with hopes to be a Governor. 

But now, this Evening Whim has chang'd it ſo, 

That what I am, Plague take me, if I know; | 
Whether an Earl, fit to wear Pearl and Ruby; EY 

Or nate, as 1 was——34 Country . Exit. 
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. Ordinary. 


| Mtn | Fernando and. Lafends, 05 


's dreſs'd, and ready 
cout; che Do tells me too his 


Phrenſy being 5 continued by 
Colds and ill Dyet; the Medicine 
has taken effect; which, aſſiſted 


by his gentle Slevpe, have quite reſtor'd him. 


? Luſeind. The Sorrow and Diſtreſſes he has afford, 
ave chang'd him ſo, I fear he has forgot me!. 


Fernan. Never fear it, Madam Here he comes, 
ay ſtep in there till T am ready for ye. LE Lufcin. 


Enter Cardenio new Areſi d. 3 
Carden. My Lord, it ſeems I ſtand indebted to ye 
for Courteſies relating to my Health of Brain and Body; 
but my wounded Soul, in its moſt dear and tender part, 
my Love, ſtabb'd by your Falſhood and unnatural 


Cruelty, ſtands yet unſuceour'd, that is, unreveng'd: 


therefore as I muſt thank ye for the one, my Sword 
for th' other demands Satisfaction. [Cardenio draws. 
Fernan. Hold, pauſe a little: The ſacred Blood of 


Friends is of more value than to be ſhed raſhly without 


debate or reaſoning. What's your Quarrel to me * 
Carden, Oh, bring me not to my mad Fit again, from 
whence I'm just reliey'd; by ſuch a curſed den. 
Tuſcinda! think on Luſcinda. : 
Fernan. Well, I'll ſpeak the reſt ; [ know I took her 
from thee, 


to come 


Senſe is perfectly recovered, the 


| Carden, | 


reaſon why I refuſe, is. 
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Carden. And can'ſt thou hope to live? Offers to fight. 
Fernan. Hold yet, and-hear me ſpeak: Twas m 


 reliſtleſs Love, not 1, betray'd thee;z the God of Amity 


oppos'd in vain ; all the ſoft Bonds of our endearing 
Friendſhip were feorch'd and bur nt, by: her en Eyes, 
to Aſhes. : 

_ Carden, bY hear no more; defend thy. ſelf, or die. 


\ [ Offers again. 
Sal. I will not fight with thee. Is this obſcure 


c a proper Sage to S drink the Blood of Friends? 


No, I Il reſerve it ſome Amphitheatre, that when 


we play the Prize for fatal Beauty, no Tefs RO. Thou- 
ſands may admire the Action. 


Carden, rag: thou Trifler, I 1 am loch to call FG 


Coward. 


Fernan, I e * nad kn thew canſt not do 


it with a ſafe Conſcience; for I, too often in our Days 
of Friendſhip, have proved my ſelf ſo contrary, that 


well thou knowelt 1 fear thee not, Cardenio : no, the 
I have wrong'd thee; and 


by my good Will, 1 would have my Blood be the laſt 


means of giving Satisfaction: therefore I charge thee firſt 
mark my Propoſals; 1 took a Lady from thee—Well, 


to atone it, here is one in Exchange, whom, if you uſe 


ill, or with undecent ONO flight, we then muſt 


fight indeed. Ef [Brings in Luſcinda weil'd. 
Carden, And ſo we muſt, Sir; your Women ſhall 


not be your Bucklers long——Hah !—— This is a Face 


indeed that my Heart bows to, whoſe Eyes, 'tho guilty, 
are too fierce for mine. [She unveils and embraces him. 
Luſcind, My dear Cardenio, I am thine for ever; 


cheer thy ſad Looks, and ſmile with Joy upon me; for 


Fate ſhall never, never part us more. 

Carden, Oh thou ſweet Viſion, get thee from my 
fight, for I muſt love thee, tho I know thee falſe. 

Luſtind. By Heaven I am as true as Truth it ſelf; 
the Letter thou receiv'ſt, was none of mine, but ol 
Don Fernando's counterſeitin , 

Carden. ora ! What is't I hear! Don Fernands's 


| counterfeiting * 
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Fernan. I muſt confeſs it was, Sir, for which 1 ask 
your Pardon; my headlong, raſh, and moſt ungovern'd 
Paſſion, check'd at no Crime that would indulge my 
Wiſhes : This caus'd her flight into a Nunnery, from 
 Whence I forced her, and had no doubt proceeded, had 
not my Guardian Angel, my dear Dorothea, prov'd my 


good Genius to prevent my Mifchief, 
| 3 Enter Dorothea. 
Carden. Oh Heaven! is this Dorothea 
Tuſeind. The very ſame, Sit... 
| Fernan, Let this atone then for my raſh Offence, 
that I ſurrender back this precious Jewel, bright and 
unſullied; and for my Sin in ſeeking to corrupt her, 
with Shame and Sorrow once more beg your Pardon. 
Carden. My Lord, you've done me Juſtice,\and 1 
thank ye. Oh my ſweet Life! I ſhall grow wild with 
Joy, ſuch vaſt Content crouds in, I cannot bear it. Oh, 
Madam! How ſhall I repay your Goodneſs too ? 
RE i Tron IR, 2 © IK 
-  Doroth, Let me be happy in the re-uniting my Lord 
and you, I then am over-paid. 5 bbs. gs bay ad 
. Carden. Let this declare my willingneſs, I have forgot 
"What's pl. e 1 „ 
Fernand. And this mine We will be Friends for 
Z . 
r Nicholas -. | -- 
Carden. Oh, my honeſt and worthy Friend, I am thy 
Fünf; 8 
. Perez. My Care, Sir, was my Duty, and I'm heartily 
glad to ſee my Diligence ſo well ſucceed. And now it 
5 7 pleaſe to change the Scene, and give your ſelves a 
little Diverſion, there's Matter working within, will oc- 
caſion it, I'm ſure. „ ĩ ͤ ab ds qt... 
Dioroth. Ha, ha, ha, ha — what, Sancho has told 
his Maſter, 1 ſuppoſe the Accident of the Beard? 
Nicho. Yes, and in the horribleſt Fright you ever 
knew; he is now with him; the Rogue begins to how 
7 | ble 


c- 
old 
ver 


im- 
ble 
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ble upon our Contrivance of the Princeſs too, Madam z 


ſo that we muſt ſet more Wheels a- going. 
Fernan. But prithee how wilt thou top upon him now, 


for he muſt needs know thee now thy Face is bare ? 


Perez, We'll make him believe that all things are 
governed by Inchantment, The Inn-keeper has pro- 


vided half a dozen merry Fellows, with Magicians and 
Devils Vizards, ſuch as are uſed in Garnival time, with 
other rare Anticks, and all to aſſiſt in the Frolick. He 
alſo has a rare Contrivance to carry him off, which is, 


a great wooden Cage, in which two Eagles formerly 
were kept; the uſe of it, if you pleaſe to be preſent, 


you'll ſee with Satisfaction; r ot; you can laugh, 


Your have cauſe, I warrant you. 
Nicho. Your Lordſhip muſt take no notice > aha: you 


know me, but look and ſpeak a as if vou ne 'er bad ſeen 
me. * 


Fernan. I'll warrant thee, wy merry Face: e ſmoother, 
Pl humour the Jeſt, 


Doroth. And to n Sele the r more, 1 In go to 


his Maſter preſently, and preſs him to on with his 


Journey towards the Giant. 
| Perez. VIl wait on ye, and focond what you 67 


Nicho. And then come I inchanted. 


Luſcind. We muſt be ne of the Sport 100, 
one way or other. 
Carden, Oh, that may be eaſil ly done ; a and to belp 
forward with the Jeſt, I'll a& the part of an Inchanter, 
and aſſiſt in the Song. I long, methinks to ſee this 
ſtrange Knight-Errant, for I remember him not; tho 


once in my Diſtreſs, I'm told I met him to his coſt. 


Fernan. Ha, ha, ha I beard indeed you ſwing'd 
him once confoundedly. But come. prithee, let's make 
haſte to him, and 0 this: rare Performance of In- 


| chantment. | 


Doroth. 'Tis time we were vanes Come, hols. you 


are to ſecond „JV ; [Exevent. 
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Te Town with the Ion. 


| Enter Don Quixote and Sac with the Beard. | : 


: Dow Qu. Thou tell t me Wiodden, FRO 
Sancho. Strange, and true, Sir——There's the Beard, 
and within is the Barber; 1 am ſure theſe Eyes ſaw 
bim; and 1 think 1 know his ſniveling, Sheep-tealing 
Phiz too well, to be miſtaken in him. 
Don Qu. I am not a jot the more of thy 3 5 
becauſe thou ſay' ſt thou haſt . _ "ery 9 | 
am ſatisfied thou canſt not _ ; 


- — RS 
x £ — Fs . 


— 


———— + 6 


| 
þ 
| 
| 


Sancho. Not ſee! 
Don Qu. No, thy Senſe is often e Reaſon 
5 always; beſides, a thouſand ſtrange Defects: brood in 
thee to clog thy "Underſtanding, 4 
Sancho. Very good: Well, will you do me che Fa- 
| your to let me feel then, if I can't ſee? Will you let 
me be ſenſible of the Daſh in the Chops, that damn'd 
Squire of the Horſe- Tail gave me before I unbearded 
him; I hope 1 "uy with — aſſurance ſay 1 felt that, | 
mayn TIS: 
Don Qu. Why, according to the Stolen Philoſopher— 
2 
Sancho. No! Gadsbud, what a ſtrange kind of a 
Creature am 1 then, that can neither feel nor ſee! But 
whatever you ſay of my Underſtanding, I'm ſure I know 
this, That a Man's Life is a Winter's Day, and a Win- 
ters Way: A Cudgel that bruiſes, is à thing that con- 
tuſes: I have a ſore place herein my Shoulder, occa- 
ſion'd by a Stone from one of the Galley-Slaves, ſhall 
make me believe I can feel, whatever your damn'd 
Stokick or Philoſopher, with a Pox to him, ſays to the 
contrary. 
Don. Qu. I tell thee, Clod- pate, there is no certainty in 
Nacursz ſo chat it thy Noſe were batter'd flat . 
Smith' 


2 5 Q. 


. 
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Smich's Hammer, or thy Head open d with a Church- 


Key, ſo that one might ſee thy Brains, thou ought'ſt 


not unlearnedly to ſay, thy Head is really broke, but ; 
that thou ſuppoſeſt it to be ſo, 


Sancho. Ah, the Devil take your Suppoſes; will vou 


make me mad? Won't you let me feel I am beaten, 


when the Cudgel is upon me? Nor ſee that the Sham 
Squire yonder, is that cunning Rogue Nicholas the 


Barber of our Town, that comes to put a trick upon 


ye? And that the Beard you hold in your Hand there, 


is a white Horſe-Tail ty'd on to play the Prank in? 


Don Qu. Why, Faith, as to the Beard, it may ſeem 


to thee a Horſe-Tail indeed, as I confeſs it does to me; 
but "tis Obſtinacy to be poſitive in't, becauſe thou 
| knoweft too well how theſe Inchanters perſecute me. 


Sancho. Ah plague; nay, it that Whim poſſeſs your | 


Brain again, you will find a number of Inchantments 


within yonder : There's your Lady Miſriſoma, what 


a Devil do you call her, is as much a King's Daughter 
too, as | am Knight of the Garter, or Golden Fleece; 


the Giant Dandipratdando may dance a Jig in her Domi- 


nions as long as he pleaſes, for all your Proweſs: For 


Curioſity tempting me to peep thro' the Key-hole of a 


Door this Morning, who ſhould. I ſee but your chaſte 


delicate: Miſrimoſa, ſitting in the Lap of the young am- 
pant Spaniſh Don that came with her, and üben as 
cloſe as two Faces in a Medal. 
Don Qu. How's this! 0 excommunicated Raſcal 
dar'ſt thou affront the Queen? 
Sancho. Queen! Oons, what Queen? Tis a hopeful | 
Queen that will let one of her Subjects ruffle her like 
a Bulker in a Bawdy-houſe. *Sbud, I ſaw him bruſh 


his Whiskers upon her Face twenty times one after 
another. 10 


Don 2s, Oh Nlanderous Villain, thin haſt livd: too 
long. [Beats him. 
Sancho. Oh, Good Sir, Mercy, Mercy, I may be 
miſtaken I do but ſuppoſe I faw all this————1 do 
but ren 1 Sir. 


— 4 


Don 
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Don . e FD then too, Raſcal——to confirm 


- Ye. | | | [Bears him. 


Enter Dorothea. 3 
Dew Hold thy dead-doing Hand, met noble 


| Errant : : Wonder of Wonders ! What Empire's Revolu- 
tion, or other Accident of vaſt and mighty Moment, 
could raiſe the Anger of the great Don Quixote 3 . 


Don Qu. That Rat, that Vermin there, that but for 


the Reverchce I bear to your Majeſty's Perſon, my Foot 
ſhall tread into his primitive Clod, amongſt his fellow 
Worms that there inhabit : Would you believe it, 


Madam, the blaſphemous Varlet had the Impudence to 
tell me you were no Queen; and that you were as 


familiar with the Maſter of your Ceremonies, as if he 
had been privy to your Iatellect, and had yen you 
an Heir to the Kingdom of Micomicon? 


Doroth. Oh, I forgive him freely; his Error, no doubt, 
is caus'd by ſome Illuſion, that often happens in my 


Affairs: Therefore, Noble Sir, let's go with our beſt 
Speed to attack the Giant; when he is dead, all theſe 
_ Chimera's vaniſh. _ 
Don Qu. Deſponding hang dog, what fay you to this 
now? Is ſhe a Queen, or no? 


Sancho, Why, as well as a beaten Governor can 


give his Judgment, I do ſuppoſe ſhe is. 


PEO bY Enter Perez and Nicholas. ' 
1 Miracles! Miracles! Bold Knight, ſtand « on thy 


Guard, for here's a wonderful Adventure comingi. the 


Inn's all in Confuſion ; and by the ſeveral Transforma- 


tions there, we find the Inchanters are in ſearch for thee; 
My Hoiteſs within mews like a Cat, and Maritornes an- 
ſwers like a Screech-OwI; two bawling Carriers are 
turn'd into He-Aſſes, and bray inceſſantly ; and the good 


Reverend Squire hereto this ſage Princeſs, ſeems, in my 


"2M Eyes, chang'd like to our Town: Barber. 


Don Qu. Oh Power of ſtrong Inchantment! Is this 


poſſible ? But that 1 know how I am perſecuted, I ſhould 


haye ſworn this was my very Neighvour, that oft with 


Razor 


So le? Lax ai 1 
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Razor keen and lathering Waſh-ball mow'd the rough 
Stubble from my dented Chin, and ſnapp'd his Fingers 


with acute Agility, | 
Dorot h. This cannot be my Squire, I know him not, 
es pn; whraten 

©... [Sancho grins, and ſhakes his Head. 
Nichol. 1 am thy Squire, O Queen, but now inchant- 


ed by the ſage Merlin, who is coming hither, for endea- 


vouring to deprive great Sancho Panca of the Wife the 
Fates allot him, the Maid of Honour; for in ſhort time 
the Deſtinies ſo order, Tereſa ſhall bequeath to Death 
her Beauties, and he ſurvive with the fair Rumpibella. 
Don Qu. D'y hear this, Bacon- face? Are not you a 
damn'd deſponding Son of a Whore, hah? What can 


you ſay now? 


Sancho. Why, 1 ay. Good News and a Bag pudding, 


is better than Ill with nothing to Dinner: If Mrs. Rump, 
what d'ye call her, fall to my lot by your means, you 


ſhall ſuppoſe me another Drubbing as ſoon as you pleaſe, 
and as for Tereſa's Beauty, let her bequeath it to the 
Devil, or where ſhe pleaſes; All Shoes fit not all Feet; 


Sancho ſhall bear the Loſs of that well enough. 


| wh Enter Don Fernando and Luſeinda. 


Ternan. Prodigy on Prodigy ! Stand forth, thou + 


Renowned, for an Adventure's coming hither to thee, 


came forth an Aged Man with a Majeſtick Form. 
Luſcind. He comes, he comes; O how I tremble ! 


Don Nu. Madam, diſmiſs your Fear; whilſt I am by 


ye, you are ſafe as in a Sanctuary. 159 
Ka 13 Enter Vincent diſguisd like Merlin. 


Vincent. To thee, O Knight of the Il. vou d Face, 


from my low Cell near hot Veſuvio's Mouth, where our 


black Spirits with perpetual labour, ſurrounded with blue 
Flames and ſulphurous Smoke, with horrid ſilence, forge 
our Magick Spells; I, the ſage Merlin, come, ſent by 


the Fates to hinder, for a time, thy preſent Enterprize : 


+. 


bas ſtruck us blind with gazing : A Golden Chariot drawn 
. by fiery Horſes, deſcended from the Sky, out of which 


F 
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The Queen muſt Patience have, and Pandifilando revel 


and range within her large Dominions, till it ſhall come, 


that the Manchegan Lion and the Toboſs an Dove are 


join'd in Wedlock ; ; for ſo 'tis fix'd; ſpite of Trinacrio 


and his priſtine Charms : Therefore, all you my Partners 


in the cret, dark and myſterious Art of Necromancy, | 


appear, and with a Charm as ftrong as Deſtiny, ſeize on 


the moſt IIluſtrious Nnight and Squire, and in the In- 


chanted Chariot ve.” em hence to th' Place the Fates 
have ordered. | [ Prendful Sounds of Mafick heard. 


Enter two Women SEE Urganda and Meliſſa, two 
Inchantreſſes, led by Monteſmo, another Inchanter : 


They ſeize Don Quixote and Sancho Panca. 


Don Qs. I feel the Charm already; my Blood freezes, £2 
and my enervate Arms, enur'd to Nene grow weak 


and ſpiritleſs. 

K What d'ye feel? bud, Sir, you only faaſy 
ſo; for my part I feel nothing, not I, only my Fingers 
itch to be battering that old Fellow who for all his diſ- 


guiſe there, is as like mine Hoſt of that plaguy Inn, 
where I was toſſed in a Blanket t'other day, as one Thumb 


is like another: Ay, and now I look nearer him, *tis he, 
Fir, 'tis he——A 1 a Trick ; ; ever 1 _ 
him. n 1 
Don * Pars, ſordid Wretch, 


Nic ho. Oh impudent Scoundrel ! Dareſt chou aff 


the Great Merlin, that deſign'd fo well for thee? 
[be Inchautreſſes ſeize him, he ſtruggles to get vf. 
Fernand. See, Merlin frowns ; wo, wo. be to thee, 
Sancho! 
Doroth. 1 fear we ſhall bs puniſh'd for his ſake. 

Luſeind. Oh, naughty Sancho, haſt. thou no ſenſe of 
Fear, when thou feelt the very Offspring of the Devil 
before thy Eyes? 1 ſhall laugh out; I am ſcarce able 
to een Wai how the Fools look 2 75. : 


{ſide to — 


[Muſe ck ſounds. in Recitative, then an Inchanter and 
_ Inchantreſſes fi "ng in parts this Song. 


$ON 6. 


M. 


Ur 


Me 


/ 


4 
— .. 
. 


uganda. 
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$ONG. 


| Monteſino. 772 this, as ſacred FEY Wand ; 


1 can Heaven and Earth command; 


Huſh all the Winds that curl the angry Sea, 
And make the rolling Wares obey. 2 
1 from the Clouds can conjure down the Rain, 
2 Aud male it Deluge once again. 

Meliſſa. 
As at firſt ſhe did on her Creation- Day: 
Groves with eternal Sweets hall fragrant 


I then 1 pleaſe make Nature ſmile as 2, 


grow, 


| | And make a rrue' ElyGum here below. 


Chorus. 


Meliſſa, 


Urganda. 


Meliſſa. 


Urganda. 


Melia. 


| Groves with eternal Sweets ſhall fragrant 
grow, | 
And make a true Elyſium here below. 


can give Beauty, male the age young, 
And Love's dear momentary Rapture long. 
Nature reflore, and Life, when ſpent, renews 


All this by Art can great Urganda 4. 45 


Mh then will Mortals dare 
To urge a Fate, and Jaltice fo ſevere? © 

See there a Wretch, in's own Opinion wi,” <A 
Taughs at our Charms, and mocks our 1 


ries. 


Vue a little Spirit vonder, 
Where the Clouds do part lane, 


Lies basking his Limbs _ 
In the warm Sun-Beams, 


Shall his Soul from his Body plunder. | 
g Speak; ſhall it be fo? No, | 


That Fate's too high ; T8 give him one & 
OT im” | 
Let it be ſo, & e. 1 


Then 


= The Comical Hiſtory 


Then enter Fur ies bearing 4 great Cage, into which they 
put Don Quixote; Sancho ſtruggles to get off; the In- 
 chantreſſes wave their Wands, and then there is an 
Antick Dance of Spirits to fright Sancho, who- -at laft 
drive him into the Cage by Don Quixote. 


Vincent. You Mortals that have view'd our Magick 
=_ 2 
1 As you would "ſcape our r dreadful Charms, be &ill: 
= - Whilſt we our ſecret Conſultations make, 01 
None but th' Inchanted muſt have leave to ſpeak: : 
For Sancho's Fault you all had felt his Caſe, 
5 THE you not been reliev'd by Merliz's Grace. 
| | [Magicians go aſide and conſult, 
Don "flow muſt be ſaucy, with a Pox t'ye, and 
now he "at comes on't? Had nat Merlin been graci- 
ous, the Queen and all this Company had been inchant- 
ed tliro* your Inſolence; J ſee. how, e they 
have ſcap'd. 
Sancho. Eſee! Sbud , why, don't you ſay 1 can ſee no- 
thing? I ſuppoſe Lam in a Cage now, coop'd up like a 
green Gooſe with your wiſe Worſhip : But to ſay I ſee 
this were Madoels, unleſs I reſolve to have my Bones 
broke. 8 | 
Don Qs. A Cage! Oh blind Siopidity ! Now 1 will 
refer my ſelf to any thing that's wiſe, to know if thou 
doſt not deſerve to have thy Bones broke, to call th Ja- 
chanted Chariot here a Cage? | 


Sancho, Oh ſo then, this is a Chariot, is it? m 

Don Qu. Les, Raſcal, what elſe can it be? Did not tc 

1 the great Merlin call it fo i 7. 5 at 
4 Sancho. On, very g good = Nay, nay, 1 ſappoſe * ar 
"Np T7 Tohaking his Head at Don Qu. W 
14 1 n 25. Tis ſomething odd, I confeſs; The Knights 1f 
1 of old, that ſuffer'd on theſe occaſions, were carried thro' of 
15 tie Air i in ſome ſtrange Cloud, or mounted on a flying ga 
2 Hippogrvphis But perhaps the Method's chang'd. C. 
"Sancho, Tis chang'd to a very pretty Method, truly Fc 


| 

| 
| | If any one would lee a Raree-Show, let bim | 
4.4 come hither; Here's the Emperor and the Governor I | 
j | | Cheek 


of Don Quixote. 89 


Cheek by Jole, like too Paraguites hung up in a Hall 


Window: Lord, if we were in England now, what a 


World of Fools Six-pences we ſhould get for a ſight of 


us! A Groat to ſee the Emperor, and Two-peace the 


ſters clearly, 


Earl; *Oons, we ſhould put down all the Holiday Mon- 


Don Qu. Well well, Dog bolt; you are witty again, 
are ye? and, I ſuppoſe, know the Privilege of the 
. Place” ee é e... SETS et ; 


Sancho, The Narrowneſs of the Place I'm in, 1 ſup- 
poſe 1 do; 'tis in vain to be angry here, Sir, here's 
no room for drubbinng. 


Don Qu. No, I forgive thee, becauſe 1 perceive the 
Inchantment works upon thee ; beſides the Fable ſays, 
That in the Toil, once the Wolf and the Sheep were 


Friends : Then I know thou art nettled too about the 
delay of thy Preferment; which troth, as things ſtand, 


1 muſt needs ſay I cannot now prefix a time to. 


Sancho. Why troth, I as faithfully believe ye. a 
Don Qu. What grieves me moſt, is to ſee the trouble 


the Queen is in yonder : But Madam, I beſeech ye don't 


deſpair, theſe Accidents are common to ROOT 3 
but tis only for a time, for I ſhall ſoon be free again to 


aid ye——till when, confirm your hopes in my paſt 
Promiſe.—She thanks me with a Sign; but the reſt, 
that by thy Fault are now deprived of Speech, by their 


Actions, Sancho, ſeem to threaten the. Ls 

Sancho, Why, let 'em threaten; if they will help 
me out of my Inchanted Caſtle here, 1'Il give 'em leave 
to take their Revenge: But a pox on my ill breeding 
and folly, old Father Merlin has found another way, 
and there's no more to be done but Patience, and be 
wiſer another time A ſcalded Cat fears cold Water: 


If Wiſhes could bide, then Beggars would ride: The Worth 


of a thing is beſs known by its Want; and One Nightin- 
gale in a Buſh, ſings better than two Jackdaws in a 


Cage: And ſo, Sir, let's behold our ſelves, as one blind 
Fool ſaid to tothe, © 5 


Don Qu. Oh Nague! | why, thou art in thy Kingdom, 


I ſee now; this is the rareſt place to ſtring thy Proverbs 


and 
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and thy Flim- flams in; I muſt get Merlin to inchant 


that T Tongue of «ine a Aar 1 _ there wa be no 


Peace elſe, 


= ſoutids again; the ag, return; „ a Dance 
of Furies; which ended, Lach Take "Pu the Cage, and 
Dee 70 ge out. 


Vincent. The Mus: come, ad all the Sons of Ar 
in Council ſi it; haſte and ſet forward there. 


Enter Hoſſels and Maritornes. | 


Hoff Why Dolt, Madman, Aſsʒ a Murrain take 
- thee, -whither wilt chou let them carry thee thus 
like a Fodl ? 'D'sheartlinks, haſt not Brains enough to 
ſee 'tis only A Trick upon thee. to make thee A—— 
DREW —.— m5 

___ [Mews lie a Cat, . Winden wiaves. bis Rod. 

Maritar. And you, Jolt-head Governor, don't you 
know 8 Proverb, that fays, Bray a Fos in a Mortar, 
and - yow'tl. find all af bim but his Brains, Where the 
Devil are ou . like eee whoo, whoo, 
WhO — 1 _ f [Shrieks like % Owl, 

Don .Q#. as, 100 L ies, I pity ye; I fee you 
feel my Fate, but cannot help ane F 105 ; 
N Till Merlin does ordain I ſhall be fited,. 

Valour's in Bonds, and Chivalry lies dead. 

2 N Earl. Sancho is cag'd paſt all n 

11 like eon but Rice: a Thick 

[They are fy 'd off. 

| Dore Fern. Ha, tha, ba, ha= «rarely perform'd of 
all hands: Grammercy mine Hoſt, thou haſt acted thy 
Part like any Comedian. 


Vincent. Ah, to divert your 13 che good 


Company here, I could do twice as much as this is. 
Perez, There was no way to get him home but this, 

- Which has been excellently well humour'd on all ſides, 
Luſcin. The Princeſs Micomicona AIR a real King- 

dom for the Wit ſhe has ſhown.in' 2 

Carden. She has indeed done itgo a Miracle z and 

55 g. not 8 the Action, but the Romantick * 


As. 


F Don Quixote. 91 
ſo naturally, that a wiſer Head than Don Quixote's might 
haye been deceived. : 8 9 5 
Doroth. Not unleſs he had ſome Sparks of his Phrenſy. 
But what pleaſes me moſt is Sancho, who is every foot 
at a loſs, whether he ſhall be a Governor or nothing. 
Fer nan. Ha, ha, ha Come now, let's go dine, 
and laugh an Hour away about it within, _ BET 
Nicho. Ay, ay, a Jeſt ſounds always moſt merrily at 
a good Dinner, my Lord; and to ſay the truth, the 
Squire of the Beard has been inchanted ſo long, that he 


ß ESE: 
Fernan. Oh, thy Mirth ſhall begin preſently then ; 
were thy Hunger as ſharp as one of thy own Razors, 
it ſhould be blunted —Come, mine Hoſteſs too, 
and little Maritornes y' have all done admirably, 
Oh, howevery little Subject pleaſes us, when Love 
has tun'd our Souls by his ſweet Harmony! | Embrac- 
ing Dorothea.] Now my dear Friend, I hope your Joys 
are perfect too. „„ | 
| Carden, In my Luſcinda's Love, mine are as perfect 
as Heaven has Power to make m. „ 
Luſcin. And mine in meeting with my dear Cardenio. 
Doroth. And let each kind, too late repenting, Maid, 
That fears ſhe's by unconſtant Man betray'd, ONE 
Yet by peculiar Fate, and Grace Divine, 
At laſt retrieyes her Loyer gueſs at mine? 
| — Exeunt omnes. 


The End of the Firſt Part. 
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all of 8 TT 4 Middleſex, 


Lord Chamberlain of their Ma- 


: 


jeſties Houſhold, and Kni ight of 
the moſt Noble Order of the 


Garter, Oe. | 


Mr LORD, 


Fo 
WS 


AN = 


lon 
And . was famous for poetick Song, 
5 = 22 The Learned Bards did round Mecenas 
2 9 trong; 

To him, as Wit's Dickator, brought their Store 
And Standard, that beſt try'd the Muſes Ore : 
So in our Albion, tho her Bards are few, 

Yet each one covets a Dictator too, 

And for Mecenas, fix (my Lord) on you. 

You like the famous Indian Gourd are ſet, 

Under whoſe Shade fits cool each pigmy Wit, 
Free from the railing Criticks Wann Heat. 


G Si in old Times, when wir! bad ours 4 
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1 The Evillf akicarery... 


Let the 100 Spring flow clear, or be impure, 
Fenc'd with your Name the Poet is ſecure: 
Four Wit's a Sanctuary, where each one 
Is ſafe," that wiſely does for Refuge run. 1 
The roving Tcarus in Poet 
By you is evell d, when he ſoars too high. | 


By Judgment's Rules, and awful Senſe See, : 


The wild High-flyer is to Nature tam'd : 


Nor does the. grovelling Muſe crawl off aſham'd, D 


But by your mild Reproof his Faults diſcern , | 
Made fit for Fame, it not too proud to learn. 
Each Genius ſtill, is by your Candor priz'd, 
The Great not latter d, nor the Leſs. deſpi 18 d. 1 
For as great Maro, Naſo, Flaccus, may 

In your indulgent Beams with freedom lay; 3 
So Bawing too, and Mævias uncontraul' 


May bask about. and grac'd with Smiles, | be mY 


Oh boundleſs Glory! yet for. eaſe. too great, 
Anxious, tho prais'd, and reſtleſs in its State: 2 7 


Wit's Fate, and that of Sovereignty's the fame, | gud 
Both ſit high crown'd, both plagu'd by too we Fame, 


As Courtiers for Preferment teazing come, 
And at the Levee throng a Monarch's Room: 
so when Apollo crowns a darling Son, 
The leſſer Tribe will all be puſhing on, 

To get a Scyon of his ſacred Bays, 

Io plant their Credit in ſucceeding days. 
Thus your Renown 


Like Heroes, who to War unſummon'd come; 
If leſs courageous, had been ſafe at home; 
A common Fate beſt ſuits with common Clay, 
Stamp'd off in haſte upon the firſt Eſſay 

But Poets are no Products of + Day, 


Kings reign by Conqueſt, Choice, or Right of Birth; 
and Grandees ſhare the Earth, 


Soldiers get Fame. 


But Wit's a Prize fo rare, there ſcarce appears 
One mighty Dorſet in a Thouſand Years: 

And then too, Heaven that knows the Gift is great, 
Thinks one enough to honour the whole State. 


your Trouble does increaſe; ; 
| Leſs great (my Lord) you had been more at eaſe. 


— 


The E ill Dedicatory. 97 
Thus are the two great Bleſſings Wit and Loye, 
Kept (as ſublimeſt 05 wich moſt care above. 
Heaven grants us ſparingly of both a 1 
One rarely found, and t other not to laſt „ 
Leſt the weak Mortal, in his .Extaſy, | 
Like the firſt Man, ma know too much and . 5 
Vet has this nice forbidden Fruit, which Heaven 
From Millions keeps, to you been frankly given. | 
You have (my Lord) a Patent from above, 
And can . both Wit and Love; 
Inſpir'd and bleſt, by Heaven's peculiar Gare, 
Ador'd by all the 'Wiſe, and all the Fair; 
To whom the World united give this due, 
Beſt Judge of Men, and befi of Poets _ 


Pleaſe to permit me . as all he in 
Of Muſes Sons already have addreſs'd; - 
Thus, for your Patronage, to make appeal, 
The laſt attending, but the firſt in Zeal. 
Let but this Play the uſual Grace receive, 
. And if your generous Breath ſays ——Let it 125 5 It, 


Don Quixote then, is fix'd in deathleſs Glory, A 1 L 
And Sancho, on the Tous, is * as in nne 


Which! is, | J * ; x Ty 8 1 2 oh 74d 
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4 8 HE good Succeſs which both the 
= 3; 


oer the Indulgence of ny Friends, 
or both, ought ſufficiently to ſatisfy 
me, that I have no reaſbn to value 


the little Malice of ſome weak Heads, who make 


it their buſineſs to be imply criticizing. 
I will therefore deſiſt from any Anſwer in 
that kind, and wholly rely upon, and pleaſe my 
ſelf, with the good Opinion and kind Cenſure of 
the Judicious, who unanimouſly delare, that 1 
baus not leſſened my ſelf in the great Unacr- 
taking, of drawing two Plays out of that in- 
genious Hiſtory ; in which, if I had flagg d either 
in Style or Character, it muſt have been very 
obvious to all Eyes : bus on the contrary, I have 
| bad the honour to have it jude'd, that I have 
done both Don Quixote and Sancho FJuſtice, 


a making 


Parts of Don Quixote have had, 
BY either from their natural Merit, 


The P R E FAC E. 


making as good a Copy of the firft as poſſible, 
and Trudi the laſt with newer 122 better 
= 6 of my own, than he before diverted ye 
_ Beſiaes, I think I have given ſome additional 
Diverſion in the continuance of the Character 
Marcella; which is wholly new in This Part, 
and my own Invention; the Deſign finiſhing 
with more pleaſure to the Audience, by puniſh- 
ing that toy Creature by an extravagant Paſſion 
here, that was ſo inexorable and cruel in the 
_ Firſt Part, aud ending with a Song ſo incom- 
parably well ſung and acted by Mrs. Bracegirdle, 
what the moſt Envious do allow, as well as the 
moſt Ingenions affirm, that tis the beſt of that 
— ww wwe. > oC 
Then I muſt tell my ſevere Cenſurers, who 
aill be ſpitting their Venom againſt me, tho to 
220 purpoſe, that I deſerve ſome acknowledgment 
for drawing the Character of Mary the Buxom, 
_ which was entirely my own, and which I was © 
not obliged to the Hiſtory at all for, there being 
no mention o her there, but that Sanchica, 
which was ber right name, was found waſhing 
in @ River by the Duke's Page, and leap'd up 
behind him on Horſeback to guide him to carry 
her Father's Letter io her Mother; yet by 
making the Charafter humorous, and the er- 
t7aordinary well acting of Mrs. Verbruggen, it 
is by the beſt Fudges allowed to be a Maſter-piece 
„e, 8 9 
The reſt of the Charatters in both the Parts 
were likewiſe extremely well performed, in which 
T had as much Fuſtice done me as I could ex- 
pet; nor was the Muſical part leſs * 
| 2 „ 


100 The PREFACE. 
able, the Words every where being the beſt of 
mine in that kind: and if in the whole, they 
could draw ſuch Audiences for. ſo long time, in 


that when the Seaſon is more temperate, to ſee 
at their next Repreſentation, a great deal of 
good Company. Ee ES ned Ca teade WHINE, 
I have printed ſome Scenes bath in the Firſt 
and Second Part, which were left. out in the 
Acting be Play and the Muſick being. too 
long ; and I doubt not but they will divert in 
the Reading, becauſe very proper for the Con- 
nerion. And as I have in this, and in all my 
things, ſtudied to 8 the Pleaſure and 
Sati faction of my Friends, ſo I am very well 
ſatisfied, to find by my Profit, that I have 
not loſt my Labour. I 


Iz; 


PRO- 


PROLOGUE, 


For Mr. Povel. 


255 18 ſultry Seaſon, which was wont to clear 

=. The Town of all the Friends we hold moſt dear, 
Believe me, we are very glad to ſee you here. 

The Wits that now defy their God the Sun, 

(Proof gainſt his Beams) to ſee Don Quixote run, | 

Such Miracles have he and Comick Sancho done. 
Faith fince good Nature did your Hearts inſpire 
To. uſe us kindly once, don't let it tire ; 

But let our ſecond merry Scenes be grac'd 
Vith your united Praiſe, as were our laft, 
. If you object the Weather is roo hot, 
2 The World is. iu u Ferment, think of that: 
Heroes abroad ſweat for the glorious Day, 
And 1 am ſure you cannot chooſe but ſay, 
That tis much ſafer ſweating at a Play; 
For in the main, vaſt differente will appear 
 *Twixt thoſe that ſweat for Pleaſure, or for . 
ell then, tis time to doubt you were unſuſt, | 

Since you have been ſo civil to our firſi; 

For thoſe abroad, as well as here at ms, 

To ſee our laſt, we thank em, all have come; 

Some to oblige us, from the Bath have ftaid, 

T' unteeming Wife, and the Green-ſickneſs Maid, 
Such Sport has been, it ſeems, in what we play ddt. 
From Richmond ſome, where Crouds of Beauty dwell, 
Nay 15 Cits have left their darling Epſom Well, 

And jogg'd from them to us like honeſt Men, 

_ Upon their trotting Pads of Three Pound Ten: 

Then, we have had ſome of the Black-Coats too, 
Men skill'd in Books, that our Don Quixote knew, 
Phat fearing to be found out at a Play, 

Sat in the Pit, in Coats of Iron-Gray. | 

In ſhort, tis plain, we all Degrees have had, 

Their Money too for which we are not fad ; | 
And if you pleaſe to favour us once more, EY ER 
.T encourage you, the Poet juſt now ſwore, 4 

This is a better Play than that before. | 9 

| | E 3 EPILOGUE, 1 


E. PI L O 0 U E, 


Buy Sancho and Mary the Buxom. 
Sancho, Come. pris hee, Mary, tho our Caſe be bad, 


1 


Let's make the beſt on {eas oy al: Dat, > 
And ſpeak to th Folk, $4.4 


Icod, I think 9 are mad: 
What would you have me Tt 7 


Sancho. Why tell them that 


Mary, 


Tho th' plaguy Poet makes * loſe our State, yy 
Aud doff our Robes which made us look fo 5} 


That thou wilt ſerve em in ſome other way, 
Provided they'll be civil to the Play. | 
What other way, Zooks, can I ſerve em in, 
Unleſs they have any Lockram Smocks to ſpin ? 


Mill theſe, d'ye think, prefer a Country Tool 
In Serge and Dowlas—— Father, you're a Fool. 


For ought I ſee, amongſt this long- nos d Crew, 


They'd rather wear out Smocks, than pay me 10 


make new. 


: Theſe love.your Blaue, rrick'd in huge Cons- 


mode, 


Sprunt uþ with Wire and Ribbons a Cart-load.. 
Lord! how each Courtier-man Wworls . ar's 


Dixxen'd as I am now 3 in a oi. 
Gadſlids your Top- high Flyers of the Town, 


Nau, ſcarce wear any thing that is their aun; 


One has falſe Teeth, another has falſe Hair, 


One has an Eye-brow made, another's bare: 
Some flabby, lank, unwholeſom barren Phillies, 


Stuff Cuſhions up, to counterfeit great Bellies; 


And others, that they may look round as Drums, 


Dreſs bother place, and wear em on their Bums. 


Theſe are the Diſhes that theſe Folk eſtoem, 


A Country-Raſher won't go down with them. 


Therefore, for my part, I'll no Favour crave; 
I know their Humour, and my Breath Til ſave : 


Let to conclude, I ſay this of the Play, 
7 cod is La and if * like't they may. 
e Drama | 


Dramatis Perſon. 


l E N. 
DoE A Grandee-of I: Mr. ci 1 ber: 
Cardenio, a-witty young Gentleman 4 n 
his Companion and Friend. He, bum. 


Ambroſio, a young Student of Sala- 
manca, and Kinſman to the Duke, 
an inveterate Enemy to Women, 
ever ſince his dear Friend Chry- 
ſeoſtom died for Love of Marcella, . 
5 Don Quixote, a Frantick Gentleman” 
of the Mancha, who ran mad with 
reading Books of Chivalty, and( 
| ſuppoſes himſelf a Kaight-Errant, 

r Steward to the Duke, a plea- - 


Mr. Boon. | | 


and the Pa ge, $' all the De->>Mer. Powel, 
ſigns aleds in — „ 
| Quixote. | g 
Padre Raab. DeAor of Phyſick, a by 1 
Aſſiſtant to * in fooling Don Mr. Froman 
Quixote, 7 1 . 
Bernardo, C ap ain to the Du — 
poſitive, teſty, moroſe Fellow. Mr. ma. 4 
Diego, a rough ill-natur'd vicious Fel- 
low, Maſter of the Duke's Game, Or . 
and chief Shepherd, in e 
Marcella. 
Page to the Duke, another witty young} | 
Fellow, and Agent in the fooling Mr. Tes. 
Don Quixote. 
Sancho Pancha, Squire to Don Quix- 
ore, a dull, heavy, Country Booby / 
in appearance, but in diſcourſe, dry, 
ſubtle, and ſharp; a great repeater 
of Proverbs, which he blunders out 
upon all occaſions, tho never ſo ab- 
ſurd, or far "ow the purpoſe. 


+ 


Mr. Underhill. 


w 0 M E N. 
Dutcheſs, a merry facetious Lady, 


that perpetually diverts her ſelf Mrs, Knight I 4 


with the extravagant Follies of Don 
Quixote and Sancho. 
Tu ſcinda, ife to Cardinies, her 
8 5 Fun Bowman. 
Dulcinea del Toboſo, Page to the Duke, VAT e 
commanded by him to perſonate 2 Tee. 
Don Quixote's feigned Miſtreſs. +: 
Marcella, a young beautiful Shepher- | 1 
deſs of Cordaua, extremely coy, 
and averſe to men at firſt, but af- 
terwards ene in Love with IP 
Ambroſio. 15 — 5 | 
Donna Rodrignez, Woman 10 the FOR 
Dutcheſs, antiquated, opinionated Met, Kent. 
and impertinent.' 
| Tereſa Pancha, Wife to Sancbo Mrs 
| a poor clowniſh Country- woman. 7 
_ Mary, her Daughter, a ramping il 
bred Dowdy. 58 46, . 
Ricotta, Flora, two other Country Lad. 


1 


Lee. 


Tayler, G Painter, Serie Small. Man ad 


woman, Petitioners to the Governor Sancho. 


Inchanters, Furies,, 3 Cor, Conſtable, March, 
AMuficians, Singers, Dancers aud Attendants. 


Mes. Bracegirdle. 


Mrs. Lache. f 


T 


"Comical | Hitory 


DON. AUIXOTE. 


© Y 1 
3:48 Þ 


| Enter ; Ambroſio, Manuel, Pedro: 


EO, Gentlemen, are all things in 
order for the Duke's Deſign 
"of entertaining ns whimſical” 
Knight-Errant ? | 
Man. They are, Sir; every 
SAS Servant in the Houſe anſwers to 

bis Cue as readily a as if he bad been brought up ina 
Theatre, | 
' Ped, We find no one trdy 1 in the buſineſs bur Diego 
the Duke" s Maſter of the 16 who we hear has 
| E 5 almoſt 


3 PEE 
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almoſt loſt his Wits for Love and the Cox- comb grows 
every day ſo ad with it, tat = negledts © all oo 
buſineſs. . 
Ambroſe There's ſomething i in that Fellow more han 
# _ _ a Swarth Complexion, Hot and Saturnine; 
beſt look to him, Maſter Steward, for 1 know 
im to be of a miſchievous, Nature, and not honeſt. 
| Farewel, I muſt go ſeek the Duke, who is gone to the 
Grove, juſt by the Park · ſide onder, to meet ä Y 
cte, and bring him to his Calle 
Nan. Have they lodg'd the Knight then } 5 
Ambroſ. Twas all the Work of the Neighbourhood 
to watch his motion: Sancho we hear was fent of an 
Errand to Toboſo this morning, but about what we know 
not- and the Knight ſtays yonder, waiting for his 
comin Farewel, you had beſt make haſte home 
before, to get all things in readineſs. 
[Exit andes o. 
Man. 1 intend i it, Sir. Come, Doctor, we ſhall haye 
rare Sport. 0 : 
| Pedro, ———"$death * is't poſſible the Frenzy ſhould 
ſtill be fo ſtrong upon the Fool? 'Tis not above a 
Month, fince a Brother of my Profeſſion told me, that 
he adminiftred to him at his Houſe, and had — hopes | 
of -his Campo = < 
Man. There was weh a Report el The manner 
of his ridiculous Inchantment, and bringing home in a 
Cage toe, is very authentic But Sancho and he 
one Night made a ſhift to give em all the flip. and 
this is now his ſecond Sally. F : 
Pedro. Ha, ha, ha And in good time, he un- 
dertakes it, to give the Duke and Dutcheſs Diverſion. 
Come let's be gone, that I nay be voy for Y 
part in the Scene. 
Man. The e muſt not. know os - 
EExennt. 


Enter Diego Sola 


Ne. What are their Frolicks or their Sports to me, 
that have a bean, Fever in wp Breaft, that hourly 
conſumes 


— 


Part IT, of Don Quixote. 107 
conſumes me? I know no Maſter now, but raging - 
Paſſion, nor own Obedience, but to Love's great 
Power, and my Heart's Murdreſs, the ador'd Marcella; © 
whom to enjoy, I'll hazard Credit, Fortune, nay ven- 

ture at once my Soul and Body's Ruin, and ne'er believe 
that I can pay too dear. [Pwlls out 4 Letter and muſes. 
„ Re enter Ambroſio. . 

Ambroſ. V've miſs'd the Duke and Dutcheſs ſtrangely, . 
who, I believe, are gone the left-hand way over the Pat- 

tock,= How now, who have we here, Diego the 
chief Shepherd? This is the ae Fool they lately 

talk'd of. I'Il ſtay a little to obſerve him. 
e Te ena ' Wo 
Diego. This Letter here ſhews me the Road to Ha 
pineſs, which is juſt ſent me from a truſty Friend that 
employed to watch her Evening Haunts, and now 'tis 
done effeQtually.-—[Reads.] Knot ſhe's the proudeſt of 
her Sex, as well as the maſt beautiful, and therefore ſhuns - 
all Converſation with ours, and generally with her own ; 


therefore to indulge ber Humour, I have: obſerved her ſe= . f * 4 
veral Evenings together to wall alone, exactly about | 1 
Seven, in the Myrtle Grove, that joins to the Embaſſadors 1 


Garden, where at the aforeſaia hour, you may ſecurely 1 
ſeize her, I would aſſiſt ye, but the Embaſſador is this 11 
minute ſent for to Court. But at my return, I expect 1 

the Pleaſure, to hear that you are reveng d upon that proud 
Beauty, that ſo long has tortur d ye The account of 
which Action will give. a ſecret Pleaſure to your faithful 


Friend, & c. I 1 
Diego. The Action Oh how my Heart leaps in 
my Breaſt to think on't ! Remorſe avaunt, I am reſoly'd - voy | 
this Evening to force the ſcornful Fair to quench my r 
Flame, and glut my Love with the ſweet Spoils of al 
Beauty „ Fel Ws 1/4 oY 518 
Ambroſ. Here's a pretty buſineſs going forward; Why {| 
what a damn'd Wolf, or Satyr of a Fellow, have 1 
diſcoyer'd here among the Sheep-coats ! In Love, 


* 


did they ſay ?—— Ay, this is the very Devil of a Lover, 
a moſt admirable Monſter to juſtify my Quarrel to the 
ME up: 0 Sex: 


* 
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] 
Sex : This ſort of Coridons now, would fit the Female . 
- Deviliogs. Damn em I'll take no notice ont; no Uſage a 
can be bad enough for em hut hold, is that Re- el 
ſolution like a Gentleman? Does it conſiſt with Honour > a 
ox on't, would Chance had never led my feet this mM 
way. Now I'm a greater Villain than the Raviſher, if 
I permit the miſchief, *Tis ſo, and I muſt prevent it. 

In ſpite of Rancour ſhe ſhall Succour find; * * 
I'll ſawe her Honour, tho 1 hate her Kind. [ Exit. Cc 
Enter Don Quixote ſolus, F. 
Don S. Oh that I had, as once young Phaeton, the : 
Rule of the bright Chariot of the Sun, that I might be 
whip the Hours into more ſpeed; or for a Minute could ar 
diſarm the Furies, to give one good ſmart Laſh to th 
lagging Sancho, whom 1 this morning ſent, with a Love- M 

| Meſſage, to my ador'd and charming Dulcinea. Poſt 7 
on ye ſluggiſn Minutes, run dull Squire; and let thy he 
Thoughts inform thy heavy Heels, the Longings of my of 
Soul: In the mean time, here in this Grotto, reſt thou 
Load of Love, think on thy lovely Charmer, and let thy Pi 
amorous Soul ſend forth no other ſound but Dulcinea co 
Od Dulcinca oe TEEN Ln cs mn” 
SF, | Enter Sancho WS Y 
| Sanc. Yonder he lies, and as melancholy as a Cat in wi 
2 Church-Steeple, expecting my return,——And now, Wo” 
good Brother Sancho. be pleas'd to go on with your be 
Deſign ; and ſince you don't like the Meſſage you are ot! 
ſent about, let's ſee how your Vit can bring you ha, 
Off, Let me ſee, your maggot-pated Maſter Don?! 
Qz3xore ſends you to Toboſo,. ta the Princeſs Dal. als 
cinea Very good Did you ever hear of any a 
ſuch Princeſs Sancho *—— No — Or has your Maſter am 
Dever ſeen ſuen: Neither. Why then your Errand the 
appears to be but a kind of mad Whimſy, Sancho. bri 
No doubt on't. — Well then, what Remedy ? —— of 
Why thus Brother if your Maſter can fanſy Princeſ- in t 


ſes, 


* 
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ſes, ; where-n none Cer were Windmills to be Giants, 
and Flocks of Sheep, Armies——and ſay every foot, 
that his Sight is beguil'd by Inchantments—— *twill be 


as eaſy for you to take the next Comer, Sancho. 
and perſuade him to believe tis the radiant Dulcinea. 


Enter two Country Wenches.. 


10. . Come Couſin Ricotta, prithee come along 1 
Udflidikins, 1'll be hang'd if the Bride ben” ne to 
Church before we can get thither.. 

2C. W. Why prithee how can that be, Fool, when. 
Father Jodolet the ien, and 1 87 the Piper, are juſt 
gone before us?: 

10 W. Plhaw that's all one, the holy Cormorant has 
been at Breakfaſt already, he has deyoured half a Turkey, 
and drank a Bottle of Malaga, this morning; ſo 

that he has nothing to do till Dinner, but to chop up 
Maſs, and ſee em join'd according to Cuſtom. 
2C. W, He ſee em join'd according to Cuſtom : Why 
how now,you plaguy Hoyden JON ee makea N | 
of the Prieſt > _ - 

Sanc. Why how now, you pert ag age, a 

Pimp.of. a Prieſt 1 ! why once a 540 e 
comes as pat as I could _ theſe are two rare Jades | 
for my purpoſe. —- ie MW 
2 C. W. What ails the Saves can't you go on your 
way ? I ſpoke to my Conn Flora, L did not meddle 
with you, Swag-belly. 

Sancho. Ha, ha, ha, ha, it ſhall be FX Faith, this ſhall 

be the Princeſs Dulcinea Godzookers,— and this 
other Dowdy, here, ſhall be her waiting Woman | 
ha, ha ha. [Sancho ſtops em. 

1 C. W. What's obo matter with the Paunch, what 
ails the Briſtle-chops, can't you let us go and be hang'd ? =o 
Sanc. Till my Lord Don Quixote has kindled his 
amorous Taper at the Glow-worm Rays of your Lady 
we Princeſs there; not for the World—— my dear Linda- 

rides. 
2 C. . What Lady, what Princeſs . what a a Dicking 
i he Fey mad? 


Sane. 
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Sanc. Thereſore appear, thou Mirror of Knight- 
Errantry, here is thy Queen, here is thy Dulcinsa, Moon 
of thy Hopes, North Star of we en . ww 
al her fiery Beams upon thee, | 


Enter Don Quixote. 


Von Qs. "Twas Sancho's Voice,—and ſee vendar he 
ands—— Welcome thou bleſt, thou long'd for Meſſen- 


ger.— Well, and what Succeſs good Friend, hah : was 


the God of Love compaſſionate? 


Sanc. Succeſs, bud —— knee), kneel; Sir, oons are 


| you blind? Why there ſhe is, Sir, the Princeſs, the 
| Peerleſs Dulcinea, the grand Toboſo, the ſilver Trumpet 


of Renown, the Fire-Arms of Beauty, and the Touch - 
hole of Love, attended by the moſt beautiful Babberlips 


a 45 Spain, the lovely——Whiffundera. | , [They kneel, 
Don As. Where is the Princeſs, Sancho ? 


this ? Pray let's go, will ye? 


Sant. Oh Princeſs and univerſal Lady of Toboſo, why | 
does n 67 go m . r Heart relent, ſeeing the 
Prop of Chivalry proſtrate before your ſub- 


Pillar 
limated ener ? 'Sbud, Sir, are you dumb? Or 
are your Senſes raviſh'd from you, at the Beams of thoſe 


fair Eyes, thoſe luſcious Bubbies, and Amber-locks, | 


adorn'd with Pearl and Diamonds? 2- 


Don Qu. Pearl and Diamonds ! [Rubs his Eyes. 
> Sanc. Dſheart, what d'ee lie — your ous ſo 


for? Why don't you ſee all this? 
_ - . Don Qu. 9 pon my Knigbtbood No. : 


Sanc. The Devit were in ye if you ſhould ——How 


hs; clowniſt Jades ftare at one another. 
Don Qu. 1 ſee no Princeſs : the Objects that weber 


themſelves to me, are Faces moſt uncomely: Doſt thou 


fee this rare ſight, Sancho? | [Riſes up. 
Sanc. Do 12 I think I do: 1 ſee the Princeſs ſhining 


with Gold there, like a Sunbeam, and the moſt * 


and altified Whiffundera, blazing like a en or the rf 
1 | Ty 


10. 


ts [8aring hes. | 
10. . Ah Devil © on aye, what Game, what ory” s. 


% > 
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1 . v enough, Brewis- belly: Adflidikins 
leave off your Fooling, and let's be gone, or III call 
out e Vineyard yonder. 
2C. V. There be Folks there that will take our parts; 
you may chance to get a Drubbing for your Jokes, if 
you han't a care, Bacon: face. 


Sanc. Zooks, Queen Blouze may be in the right i in 
that, therefore Ill make haſte. 
Don Qu. If that be the Princefs that (poke laſt, ſome 
deviliſn Spell this moment is upon me, I am bereay'd: 
* all my Sight and Senſes. 
Sun. How, how's that, Sir? 1 dope gt . 
This is what 1 look d for; Ha, ha, ha, ha, the Trick 
fadges rarely | Laſh ide. 
Don . Doſt thou ſmell nothing, Sancho? 
ane. A perfum'd Sigh or two; the Princefs breath'd, . 
Sir, nothing elſe, © 
Don Qu, Nay, then 'tis Pan Par inchanted again, 
by my Knighthood,” it ſeem'd'to me of Gatlick. 
Sanc. Garlick ! Oh W 7 now could 1 eat one of 
theſe Inchanting R. And 1 warrant the Princeſs 
and her Lady, Sir, rh to you like two nog bing. 
Dowdies? 
: — Qs. Todpoles! 4 Wicches | 1 have not ſeen Wo 
uglier. 
Sanc. Good lack 2 d, that 'theſe deviliſh Fellows: 
can n do this ! 0 Keep ir in your Breath, and be hang'd. 
[4 ide. 
z C. W. Wer you off and be bange. So-ho, in in 
the Vineyard there. N 
1 C. . Pedro, Valaſco, Tarzoe, So-ho; Odſlid come 
near me again a couple of cogging ſcoffing Gibers, 
what a Murrain can't you let People go along the Road? 
Did we meddle with you ? Odflid come near me again, 
and I'll give thee ſuch a g gripe on the Weazon, Ii! make z 
thee relle again. | hd | [They run out. 
Don Qu U there's Soller whiff, the very | 
root ad of Garlick, Oh thou Extreme of all Wick- 
edneſs, thou abhorr'd Inchanter; whoe'er thou art 
think not, becauſe thou canſt peryert my ſmelling Fa- 


culty, 
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culty, nd put theſe Clouds and Cataracts in my Eyes, 


d eclipſe that dazling Beauty from me, that it ſhall 


ſerve thy turn: No, Miſcreant, the time ſhall come, 
when by my powerful Arm all Charms ſhalt be diſſoly d, 
and this bright Planet, hid by vile Inchantment, ſhine 
bright and clear for ever. Is af Ys e, Sancho? 
Sancho. 'Yes, Sir,, and upon ſo 

impoſſible for Roſtinante to overtake her; therefore pray 
Sir conſider the Proverb that ſays, To- ill Accidents: a 

ply Patience; Let every. Conſcience fit it ſelf to the 
Times. We ſhall have a ſmiling minute, when we 


mall firk theſe. plaguy Inchanters before they are a- 


ware, In the mean time be pleas'd to think of being 
an Emperor as ſoon as you can Sir that I may be a 
Sovernor, and raiſe my Family; for to my thinking I 
| ſhould become governing hugely well: And now I talk 
of governing, yonder comes a Company, that 1 tink 
look like Emperors and Governors indeed. 
Don Qu. Not a. word more I 3 em, tis 
the Great Duke of that noble Seat thou · ſeeſt there, with 


his fair Durcheſs: And I ſuppoſe, my Fame has reach'd- 


his Ears; he comes hither now to find me out. 


Enter Duke Ricardo, Dutcheſs, Cardenio, Luſcinda, Ro- 
: driguez, and Servants. 


Down welling Griefs, awhile. be huſht and . 


whilſt from theſe great Ones 1 receive that Ceremony 


my noble Function merits: And d'ee hear Sancho, be 


ſure you behave your ſelf with that Decorum as 8 my 


Squire, and the Place y'are in. 


Sanc ho. Well, well, Sir, a word t to 050 Wiſe i is e- 
nough——— Manners makes the Man, quoth William of 
Now. we are to deal with People that 


Wick bam. 
have a ſenſe of Governing; 1: warrant ye let me woos 
for behaving my ſelf, 

| Duke. Lure off the Hayls, the day's too hot for. 
Sport, we'll out again in .th'Evening————Moft noble 


Knight, Don Quixote de la Manc ha . Fortune has now 


_ obj; kf 8 me to my Wiſhes; thou Quinteſſence, thou Soul 
ns and- Honour, welcome into, my Province, 
Don 


2 Gallop, that tis 
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apa; Your Grace's moſt devoted, lives no longer, 
than whil he is yours in all humble Duty. : . 

Due. Illuſtrious Errant, I am prond to thank 8 
Madam, that you may know how highly Fortune ho- 
nours me, I am oblig'd to tell ye, this is the Knight of 
the Ul-fayour'd Face, the ſhining Sun of Spain, the Mars 
of Arms and Chivalry, whom 1 defire you to invite to 
my Caſtle, thas we may ſhew how we admire ſuch Vir- 

tue. 

Dutch. I am his Gramaede's moſt humble Servant, . 
and hope he'll ſo far honour, us. ; 
Don Qu. I kiſs your beauteous Hand, moſt excellent D 

Lady, and. wholly ſubject my ſelf to your Commands. 
| erer Subject himſelf to gell ee e va 
z ks very pretty, that. Well, this plaguy Devil my 
Manar has. a notable way wh him 3 2b ky 

Card, We are a—V alias Sir, your- humble Ser- 
vants and moſt oblig'd, 

Luſc. But moſt of all our to a Champion, 
whoſe daily Endeavour is to right our Wrongs, with | 
Sword and Lance, on Mountain or in Wu, to vin- 
dicate the Cauſe of injured Ladies. 55 
Duke. And this good Fellow, if I miſtake not, muſt 
fare be truſty Sancho, the honeſt. Partner of this brave 
— Rnight's Dangers. 

Sanc. Your Mightineſs has hit it to a hair 1 am 
the very Sancho, indeed; a Governor elect too, for all 
look ſo; and as for Dangers, why little ſaid is ſoon a- 
mended ; Common Fame is ſeldom to blame, but Pati- 
ence is a Plaiſter for all Sores. My Maſter and I have 
heard Wolves howl at midnight before now we 
know how an Oaken Cudgel can bruiſe, and what 
danger is in cold Iron: We are no Flinchers, we. 
Don Qu. You will forget, Blunderhead. {To Sancho, 
Aſide.) Aclowniſh W my Lord, I hope your Grace 
will excuſe him. [To the Duke. 

Duke. Oh, Sancho is very pleaſant, and his Proverbs 
become him extremely Go ſome of you and. bridle 


this. noble Knight's Horſe, that I ſee feeding 0 


and bring 
over the Garden. 


Sanc. And pray Miſtreſs, ſince 1 ſee + you | have no- 


thing elſe to do, will you be ſo kind as 7 BY to yonder 
Hedge, where ſro Rodriguez.] you will find a dapple 
grey Aſs, —ty'd, and do ſo much as put him up 
with Roſonante; and pray take what care of him you 
a, becauſe the poor Fool is a little skittiſh, and 1 
can't wait on him my ſelf, by reaſon you ſee me * 
to follow my Maſter. 

Rod. How now, en, Putflchead, 4 know who 
"you talk to} 

Don Qu, Oh confound him; did you ever hear ſuch 
a ſordid Son of a Whore? Why, thou complicated lump. 
of Dullneſs, does this good Gentlewoman look like a 
Groom # Does ſhe ſeem fit to manage in a Stable, thou 
incomprehenſible Raſcal } © 
Dutch. Twas only a ſmall miſtake, Sir Knight ; : my 


Woman's very good-natur'd, and 1 e Sancho in- 
tended no Affront. 


Duke, No, no, was a Civility any one m 


begg'd; beſides, D may be nearer rela 
cho than we worn 


_ thro*; 1 ſhall ne er be able to hold out, ; 
I Cardenio Afiae. 
| Carden. Nor 1, 1 dare not look that way tos fear of 
hing aloud, 


 Luſcind. How Mrs. Redvigwes: 


to Sax- 


ſwells ! 11 warrant ſhe 


could poiſon Sancho now with all her Soul, for ſne 


knows nothing of the Deſign. [Tv Card.) 


Rod. I'ſhall hardly expoſe my Senſe, to Nene any 


ching from ſuch a Ruſtical Brute; my Breeding and his, 
I ſuppoſe, have been in different ſtations: Therefore the 
| beſt way of expreſſing my (elf about | it, is by contempt. 
I deſpiſe the Creature. 

Date. Well, well, ſince you deſpiſe him, ſo let it 
end then. Come, moſt Heroick, ſhall 1 lead the my 
_- Wife attends your motion, 


3 * Quixote 1. out. the Dutcheſs. 
SIN 


bim to the stable; we'll 80 in the back my 


ight have h 
I have bit my Tongue almoſt. 
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Dow Nu. Her Grace extremely honours m 


Hah —— — Dunghil Vermin, is this your manners 


with a Pox ee? | TAþde to Sancho. 
Sanc. Where the Devil's the harm on't? Gadzooks 1 


bought Waiting-Women might have gone into Lords 


Stab es, as well as Footmen into Ladies Bed chambers; 


but live, and learn, and be bang'd and forget all; 


there's a gh Proverb howeyer, 1 


8 CEN 2 II. 
Euter Bernardo, Manuel, Pedro, aut Pages 


Man. Come, are the Muſicians ready now for the En- 


tertainment? The Duke and Dutche $ are juſt at the 
cs... 


Page. They are all tuning their Inſtruments in the- 


Man. Page, prithee run and tell the Cook and the- 


Confectioner, my Lord will have the Banquet after the 
Muſt ck is ended, _ Exit Pages 


Bern. And what's all this Preparation for, 1 wonder 3 


What ſilly Gambol is going to be plaid now? 


Man. And why ſilly Gambol ? Lord; you are always: 
ſo peeviſh, Mt. Cuff-cuſhion, there's no living with ye; 


any thing that does not ſuit your grave teſty Humour, is 


filly preſently. Pox, methinks you ſhould know your 


ſtation of being unmannerly a little better; be civil here, 
and be rude when you get into your Pulpit. 7 ; 

Bern. Ah, thou art a pretty Fellow to govern a Fa- 
mily, with a flaſhy Head, and a Heart void of Conſci- 


ence, Morality and Religion. How dar'ſt thou profane 
the Pulpit, Reprobate? A Whore were a more natural 


thing for thee to talk of. 


Man. Why that's a Pulpit you love to preach i in oo. | 


as well as I, for all your Canting, 


pedro. No, you mult let him govern every thing, and 
then Sir Gravity will be eaſy; let but the Head Butler be 


his Croney, and my Lady's pretty Chamber: maid fit on 
his Bed-fi fits in a * and mend his Stockings, = 


then 
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then you ſhall hear him rail no more, nor ever have a 
Sermon againſt Drinking or Whoring. 

Bern. Why thou Inſect, bred from Excrement; thou 
Quack, with not Skill enough to cure a TY de of the 


Mange ! Thou Vener;-promoter, art thou 
Turpemine nls at ime d%%]?ĩ? 
et, and twill be better 


Man. Put him but into a Fr *t 
Sport than a Bear-baitting, ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Bern. Fulſom Idiot, poor Wretch. 


Man. Ha, ha, ha, ha. poor Veſtry-dawber: 


Pedrg. Come, come, prithee,—now let's leave him 


to chew the Cud upon Contemplation here comes 
„ TP TE 
Enter Duke, Cardenio, and Page. 
Duke. Is he unarm'd? ? oye 
Page. They are doing it, my Lord, and treating him 
in all points, as your Grace has order Cd. 
Card. My Lady Dutchefs will grow fat with laughing, 
I never ſaw her take ſo much pleafure in any Jeſt be. 
OMG Soo RET 
Dube. Go you and aſſiſt in the Ceremony; and be 
fure (To Man. and Pedro.) to uſe him according to 
the Cuſtom of Knight Errants of old, whieh 1 have 
read t'ye in Books of Chivalry—— How now Bernardo, 
_ - What is your reverend Solidity muſing . 
i © © [Extt. Man. and Pedro. 
Bern. I am mufing, my Lord, on thoſe Books of 
Chivalry, which I have of late often found you reading; 
and I profeſs I wonder, that a Man of your clear Senſe 
and good Parts, ſhould waſte your precious time ſo un- 
profitably. in - £131 17 54 . | OS, os 
| Duke, Teſty Fool; now, if would permit him, would 
this peeviſh Block-head be impertinent two long hours by 
the Clock Come, come, I'll endure no Reproof 
now; if thou'lt be ſociable, and take part of the Muſick 


and Banquet, tis well, if not — 


Bern. The Muſick———No, not I, Heaven eſtrange 


my Ears from hearing ſuck Vanity j—as for the other 


8 part, 


ooting thy 


„ 


_—— 
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part, it ri my 2 to give A, Bleſſing to't; therefore I 
{hall attend. ker [Exit Bern. 
Card. Ay to the eating part, 1 warrant thee : ; if any 
of thy Tribe are wanting at that, I much wonder, 


Muſick ſounds, then Enter Don Quixote unarm d, with 
a rich Mantle over him, and led between the Dutcheſs 
and Luſcinda, Sancho following - with e and 


Servants : They place Don Quixote in the chit Sear 
and all fit down: 4 * 


Duke, Long live the Flower of Kni ke-Ecran Py 
Renowned — Quixote de la Mancha, ih #8 "Jo 
Dutch. Vivat the Succourer of Widows and Wie 
Card. The Righter of Wrongs, and Retriever of the 
* _ moſt owe Lys . Chiyalry. ., * | 
Luſc. The Tamer of Giants, undaunted ler 
of Monſters and Furies. And. by | 
Duke. Let the Sports begin to entertain him and let 
no Part be . to fo him honour, 


"8. 
* 11 


2 0 N 0. 5 | 
: i: 3 
7 you ; will Ros mes. '3, ps in April is 1. bo RAT 
And henceforth give me no cauſe to. complain : W 
Or if you hate me, be plain i in confeſſing it. 
And in few words put me out of my pain. 


This long delaying, with Sighing and Praying, 


Breeds only delaying in Life and Amour; 
Cooing and Wooingg ns, 


- And daily urſuing, # 
I damn d Jy aomngs. * rH gives 0 er. . 
3 


1 you'l . a kind Ae if "ld me, 
1 may return to my Duty agam ; 

But if you flick to your old way of fooling me 5 
1 maß be Plain, I am none 7 your Man, 
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Paſſion for Paſſion on each kind occafion, © he 
Wuh free Inclination, does kindle Love's Fire; 5 | 


Bas tedious Prating, SLE 1 5 | * 

| Coy Folly debating, odor I * 

And neu W . 1 makes i it expire = 7 

Fay 

rde Lady's lampe. Fo 

» e ac. 'B 

; yoo Lite; and yet when I ak 5 you to marry me, 18 alk 
Still have recourſe to the Tricks of your Art; 

Then like a Fencer you cunningly parry me, . * 
. W time make a „ Heart. . 1 
5 855 „ N 

s bier m,, 7 
or think this way ever the Fort will be won: ar 

f JJ.;ͤͥ 045 2 ooo We 
© Muſt be, nor Unlacing, © F roc 

Or 2 N þ call Li fle, bas done. - = 
It; 3 | terir 

Some * chat Marriage a Dog with 4 Bottle i 3 S. 
Plaaſing thei/ Humours ro rail at rhei ide 5 y're 
Others declare it an Ape with a Rathle iſ, Ma 

| ein.. s Deſtrojer, and Plague * cler 2 Lives: N coul 
Some are affirming, © RS os IN LI Toy 

Trap "tis for Vermin, 0 
Wo yet with the Bai tho not rife agrees | Grat 
Venturing that Chonſe , Y thou 

Muſt let me efponſe 9. | B 

FD er, my dear Mouſe, you will nibble at . and 
ries, 


1 Here follows an Renaud of Dancing; then hy Ban- D 
> quet is prepared and 2 in; the Duke placts Don 800 
fot at the Dos ＋ the _ Out: he oy wi 

. 4 
ee + 1 fant 


„ e 
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Enter Bernardo, and ſays Grate, q 


Don e 1 do beſbech your Grace, 1 ſhall die with 
Bluſning. 


Duke. The hi heſt Merit muſt have higheſt place. 


Don Ay. My rd, N confound me WIR exceſs of 5 
Fayour. ke 


"Die. Nay, nay, it muſt bs fo Sir e W 
lb 15 and Sancho waits on Don W 
Bern. On my Conſcience this is that Scare- crow 


Enight-Errant Don Quixote, that I have heard the Duke : _ 
talk lo often of: Oh the whimſical Ido? - 


[Sies at the lower end, | 

. Dutch, Indeed, Sie Kni bt, if 1 may ſpeak my thoughts, 
= Modeſty is a great deal too nice : You needs n 
now your daes Where -& er you are. 
Sant. Now have I two Phoverds' ft at my Tongue's 

end, that I'd give half my Government to vent — One 
is, He that has more Manners than he ought, is more a 
Fool than he thought; and Yother is, There is more ado 
with one Jackanapes, than with all the Bears. 
Dutch. How now, Friend Sancho, what ate you mut- 

tering? Come we muſt have no Wit loſt, ö 
Sane. Ah Bleſſing on your Nobleneſſes Pranling: Place; 
y're a Princely Jewel, I'll ſay that for ye: And now my 

Maſter Don Quixote has put me in mind on't=—o-l 


could tell ye a very pret Tale chat ha ened in our 
Town, ebntetvinſt Tal pp | 
Don Qu: You will prate, 8 beſeech your 
Graces; let this Coxcomb' be thruft out, we ſhall hear a 
thouſand Follies elſe, | 
Bern. By my Sincerity - theſs Fe both craz d alike, 
and 1 (half ner baye Patience to bear half their Foole- 
nen 
* Duke, By'no Wenz my noble Sir ; Sancho muſt need 
n 0 on with his Tale. 
. Card, Oh we loſe our chief Diverſion elſe —for his 
Vit and good Humour muſt needs make it very plea- 


fant, 


er 
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Luſc. Therefore begin quickly, honeſt Friend, fo. 
my Lady Dutcheſs and I are impatient till we hear it, 
_  Sanc. Why then thus it goes: You mult know then, 
| that there was a Gentleman in our Town, nearly related 
to Don Alonzo de Maranon, Knight of the Order of 
St. Jaques, who was drown'd in the Heradura, about 
whom that (Varrel was a little while ſince in our Town; 
little Thomas the Mad-cap, Son to Balvaſino the Smith, 
the Widow Waggum.. 
Den . A Plague on thee for a Cruſt-grinder, doſt 
thou begin a Tale without head or foot, and then ask 
me a queſtion Ni do 1 tour or the Rogue, 


ſo this Gentleman, that 1 told you firſt of, invited a 
coming to the Gentleman Inviter's Houſe, Heaven be 


farther Token, they ſay, died like a Lamb for I was 
not by, for at that time I was gone $0 another Town to 
Tr eaping. 4; 

Bern. Ay, and riches: come. back. from Reaping 
_ quickly, without . burying the Gentleman, unleſs thou 
loft a mind to kill us too with en, BE 

_ Omnes, 865 ha, W d Fe t 

Don . Oh tar ell-hound, I'm in a yer r 

him. % p LA ſide. 


.Quixote apart.) And ſo, as I was ſaying, both be- 


_ tended with the Gentleman not to {it uppermoſt 
the Gentleman with him that he mould, as . — 


Booby pretending to be mannetly and courteous, would 
not; till the Gentleman very angry, thruſting him 
down, ſaid to him, ſit there, you Thraſher, for where. 
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maſter of mine, pray Sir, were not you in't here 


had a deep Wound in the Scrotum as they call d it, about 


$1 LAſide. 
babe. Well, well, then. "tis no great matter—And 


poor Husband man to Dinner; and. ſo the | poor man 


merciful to him, for he is now dead; and for a 


* Ne' er. * Sir, Il be mannerly. [To Don 


ing ready to ſit down to Table, the poor Man _ 


to command in his own Houſe; but Qill the Country | 


ever I fit with SG ſhall Rill be the upper end: And 


| 8 Giants, 


1 part II. of Don Grote. 121 
nom ye have my Tale forſooth, and 1 hope pretty well 
to the purpoſe. {Don E on Sancho. 


omnes. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Due. A very admirable Tale, and quaindy delivered, 


ha, ha, ha, | 


Dutch. Poor Sancho will pay for this anon; the Knight 
looks very : The I'll try to divert ii My Lord, 
Don Quixote, I beſeech ye, if my Requeſt be not 

| . how fares the 3 Ne del pus 4 ſo ? 
ugbearsand Captires have 3 you 


ſent her lately? Y $5 
Don Qu. How could 1 mumble that Dog, if 1 had him 


in a corner. LAfde. 
Sancho, What a plague's the matter? I've ſaid ſome- 


thing amiſs now, I ſee by's:look, 


Don Qu. Ah Madam there you divide mo Hexin ſun: 4 
der, the Beauteous Dulcinea is inchanted. 

Dateh, Ist poſſible! | 

Bern, Ye crack-brain'd Idiot, 1 * L ean bear no 


longer. Pie, fie, my Lord and Madam, what d'ee ; 


mean I yo your Graces are much to blame, | 


rindulge the Frenzy of this Lunatick ? 


Den M. How} What's thar sir, Lunatic? 
F "Wow: comes the Sport. 115 
Tut. The Prieſt has ae bir telty Humout ar © 


be s black in the Face. 


Bern. Who chruſt it into your Brains, Don Quixote; : 
or Don Coxcomb, that you are a Knight-Errant, with a 
murrain t'ee, and that Jo ou can kill Giants, Monſters, - 
Bugbears——or know of any Princeſs that's inchanted ? 
Is not this Spain, igcorrigible dull Pate? What Errants 


= there here? Or what uſe of em, hah > 


Don Q. Oh monſtrous ! Oh thou old black Fox with 
a Eire band in thy Tail, thou very Prieſt, thou Kindler 
of all Mifchiefs in all Nations; dee here, Homily, did 
not the Reverence that I bear theſe Nobles, bind my 


juſt Rage, I would ſo thrum your Caſſock, you Church 


Vermin. 
Bern, I profeſs, 1 have a great mind to trip, 1 have 
much ado to for be but hold, 1 will not ſhame 
Get 22 | my 


J 


my Coat .I will abſent me  prudently——Well, | 
Mad- man, Pac jon is an ill Arguer, ſome other time we 
will diſpute this point ——Till when ee ad 7 
pate. 
* Don Qu. Adieu seripture·groper. © [Exit Bernardo. - x 1 
Duke. A waſyiſh Arange | old Fool! I hope, Sir, you = 
take no offence, © 1 
Don Qu. None, none, my Lord, upon my Honour. I 
Women and Priefts may ſay any thing, cb 
Duke. He ſhall beg your Pardon. Hey Page, bid the i 
Chaplain wait me in the Park. [Exit Page. . 


Dutch. Come will you retire, Sir, for an hour, and 
then we'll divert you abroad with Hawking. 
Hon . Iam your ( Grace's eyer, 1 
(Exit, leading FA pute. 
1 IL am glad of this; that Black- Coat's rating 
has made him forget me. 
Carden. Come, my Dear, let's D follow and laugh: 


This but begins the Farce ww yet We : © 
Eaſe Where Pu, Fools are, there N N on be. 


ACTI SCENEL 


Enter Di ego aber, pulling 3 in Marcella. 


IDE ELP, help, for Heayen's/ fike 

SG N help. 

= Diego. You call in vain, no- 

thing can help you now but fair 

| > Compliance. | 

BEIMORY Marcel, Help, help—i is no 

bleſt charitable Creature near, to * a Maid in her 
Diſtreſs? _ 

M Diego. Yes I. 
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„ Martel; Thou art a Devil. 


Diego. So, 25 dear, art thou, a ver Devil; * rides 
'thro* thy nice Female Pride and Ob- 


Hell Ive ſuffer” 


ſtinacy, is greater than the Damn'd below endure: but L 
am _ rown'a' profound Magician, and I can conjure 
that proud Demon 2 thee, that late inſulted o'er all- 


oa Kind. You now muſt love, Marcella. 


| March; Cürſt Sound, and now more curſt than eyer,. 
coming from the Mouth 


Diego. Ayr this is well now. I am pleas'd to ſes 


that Lacifer keeps his old ſtation in your proud Heart; 


my Spell will work the better. Mildneſs perhaps had 

wrought me to a ſtile of whining Love, to court and 

ſue for :Fdyour, look like a Fo il 

and bow, lie like a Cbambermaid, and at laſt get 

thing: dur are mene Monſter, and 1 — ye. 
Marcel. No Succour yet : no kind relieving Paſſenger.” 
Diego. But now/you'thew your Ser in their true Quali- 


ty, you more oblige me; I now can bluntly ſeize thee 


without Wooing. and like a Man, claim Beauty as my 
due, fe attern the noble Savages of old, when Women, 
like the reſt of other Females, patiently couch'd under 
the Male Predominance; and ſince you are obſtinate d 
ſtubborn, inſtruct the reſt of Men by my example 


Marcel. What doſt ep Prepots, oh, thou moſt ab- 


25 bo * 


Diego. To make a Convert of chee-- What a ante, 
coy, wild; impertinent, unnatural ching haſt thou been 
hitherto'? thou woreſt thy Eyes as if thou wert a Baſilisk, > 
deſtroying others, ſtill, to pleaſe thy ſelf; thou taught'ſt 


thy Tongue to murder all — Lovers by proud Refuſalss 
— 59 Hands to tear their Letters, and thy Feet to 


ike an ' ungrateful Daphne tho' an dolls . 


loo e349 #3 rene; 8 


Marti.» Tis hop Nature, born for my felf 3 al Men 
are my Averſion. -' 

Diego. Then know that I was born” to new create 
thee 3. I. will not have thoſe Beauties loſt thro' Pride, 
which Nature firſt intended for Enjoyment ; your Eyes 
ſtall: learn to ſmile, you Lips to kiſs, your Tongue to 

F 


2 i praiſe 


of ſuch a Fur) 


be modeſt, . | 


. — —a—— ͤ 2 — — 
— — — — — — 
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Tos 
of my paſt 
bu 2 Shall 1 ſubmit and beg? L rather die 


Diego. 1 can. bue'thiok- how: auch the eaſe. is altered: 
hay many tedious: hauts with down-caſt Eyes, pale 
Checks, a throbbing Heart, and Arms acroſs, have I 


 Bodkin, will 
Oh, mon moſf vile of Creatures that is (thou Man): doſt 
thou believe I will, yield tamely to thee? No, I will 
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pe your Lover, Arms t'embrace him: I mould your 


yto a proper form, make every Part about you de 


its Office, and fic ye for the bulineſs of the World. 


Maree: The Devi ſhall have you firſt. 


ſhip's pardon. 


5 Mareel. Oh, ber L bas ds Fellow © What a Rage 1 = 
againſt-bim: 2 What:! Shall 1 


feel within my Boſom glow: 
to any Man for Favour ;. I that have thro” the Series 
Years, made em the -buſineſs of my Jeſt 


wateh'd a kind Look of this Califle, who.now can eam- 
mand Come will you bo kind and; free 2 F 
Marcel. If (as: the: Word has always been a 


ſtranger 


tome, when it related to thy Sex) 1, could be king, 
canſt thon believe, ob wos foul Criminal, ſach Words as 
theſe could win mel! 


Diega. Oons 1 have no Compliments ; all Women 


| have boen ſpoil'd Gnee Mien: fit ud "em. 


Rift and Conſent at fin bagen ib Joys © © 
Tas Sighs and Whinings bred the Piſh ind 1 * 


1 Will be faol'd! no longer. -[8ttikes him. 


Marcel. Stand off Hell hound, 1 yet: have ſome 
defence; when Innocence ſighis, each Pin, each little 
ove a Lance to wound the eurſt Aſlailer 


make each Nail an Fagle's Talon, my: Teeth ſhall tear 


| thy Fleſh, my Eyes ſhall blaſt thee; and in this noble 
Cab, this litte Arm, inmy.defence, be like the Club of 


Hercules, thou worſt of all-Male Devils, Raviſner— 
Kee. of Oh, Þ ſhall: cool your Courage. 


{Oo to feize here Ambroſio hee, him. | 
Enter 


_ 


/ 


| Diego, The Devil ſhall have me after, Child, as be 
and I agreo upon't; but before hand IM beg his Devil- 
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Amir. And 1 yours, Sir: I muſt make bold to 1 


rupt your Sport a little, the Duke ſhall have no Satyr 
in his Family. Come, come, Sir, deliver me your 
Diego. My Sword? It muſt be this way then: I'm 
upon the forlorn Hope, and ſa have at ye, Si. 
___ *  [Foght, and Ambroſio diſarms him. 


Marcel, Ambroſio! Heavens! Ist he I am oblig'd to 
for this Succour ? The Man of all the World I've leaſt 


deſervd from I'm ſo confounded with ſhame, I 
cannot look on him. 8 


Ambr. Now Villain, you ſhall obey in ſpite of ye; 


but more of that preſently, firſt let's ſee the Woman. 
— Hah, Marcella! Oh blind, blind Chance, Oh ill- 


contriying Fortune l thou knoweſt I hate the curſt Cleft 


Tribe in general; and eouldſt thou mongſt the rout of 
Female Miſchiefs, find me no other to oblige but this ? 


This worſt of all the Sex ! This damning Eve, with not 


one only, but Legions of Serpents round her! 


Marcel, What do 1 feel! His Words ſhoot thro' my 
Heart, as if twere wounded with a Sheaf of Arrows 
I am not angry neither to hear him rail, but chang'd ſo, 


that methinks I could hear more. 


Ambr. Oh thou dear Manes of my brave Friend = 


ſoſtom, are thou not angry with thy poor. Ambroſio, 


whoſe ill-plac'd Stars maliciouſly compel him to vindi- 


cate the Honour of thy Murdreſs ? 


Marcel. Since the good Deed y'have done, eauſe twas 
for me, fo much offends your thoughts, oblige us both, 
and kill me, for I can bear Death better than your words, 
Kill me, and 1 am then out of your debt, and you re- 
veng*d for Chryſoſoo m. 
Ambr. No, live however, and (if a Woman can) 
repent ; for 'twere Damnation certain, now to kill thee ; 
live therefore, but let me ſee thoſe baneful Eyes no more, 
lock from henceforth thoſe Ines Fatui up, that lead Men 
wandring into Bogs and Ditches ; veil em, I ſay, that 
I agaia may neyer be troubled to defend your Caterwawl- 
9 e ing; 
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; a Creature that can purr, and then can . 
re ſcratching caff repulſe the eager Lover, and yet be 


prompt and willing to Engender: Away, there” s Connſel 


for ye, Come, Sir, now march before e ſomething 


remains for you too go n. 
r. ara 1 but done. the Deed, T had not clogs 
2 L Ereunt. 
27 1 To 


"Ant . 


e vet bag art brave: Oh Heaven, what ſhall 
e 1 do to pay the Debt of Gratitude I owe thee ! what a 


ſorlorn and miſerable Wretch had I been but for thee ! 
Oh Jam loſt! What Beauty, Riches, or the Gloſs of 


Honour, with all th' Allurements never could ſabdue, is 


conquer'd by this great, this generous Action: my Heart 
is melting, and a new. ſtrange Paſſion fills all my Boſom; 
that firm reſolute Will, that ſtood unſhock'd to the De- 


ſerts of -Chryſoſtom, is wholly Captive to the braye Amr 


Ms og In vain is Art or Brey now. 1 
. In vain 1 hank Forcs reſi the frog er; 
'7 be Fort 50 re vert 2 8 _ — out no ng. 
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Enter Duke, Cardenio, FE Manuel. 


Duale. Is the Doctor ready with his Diſguiſe forderlin? 


Man. He has been dreft this hour, my Lord; the 
Page too is perfect in his part of Dulcinia; we only 
wait my Lady Dutcheſſes coming back, who, is gone after 
the Hawk the back - ſide of the ende And then 
we ſhall begin the Comedy. - - 

Carden. The Knight and the Parſon are Gill; in hot 
Argument yonder ; the Caſſock and the Helmet are at 
mortal odds; the Church-Militant ſcorns to truckle to 
the Camp: he'll, not ask him pardon, he ſays, tho 1 che 
Knights of the Round Table were PIERS N . 


i” * 


| 5 ; , = "Date 
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Dale. 1 took this opportunity of flipping from 'em, 
to take breath a little, and laugh by my ſelf see 
here they come, away Manuel to your Fellows, and as 
ſoon 8 ever it begins to be dark, do as I've order'd., 

An. We I be punctual at the minute, my Lord. 


r 415 Enter Don Quixote and Bernardo. 


Dale win! "Chaplain, * is the buſineſs ebnclad: ? 
bade you done Juſtice to "this noble Knight? 
Ben. I profeſs, I think I have; 1 have told him plain- 
1 1 he is a Mad- man, and haye conſcientiouſly Propoſed 

to him a certain Remedy. _ 
Don Qu. I have not told you yet, that a Clergyman 
3 be a Blockhead, tho I may ſuppoſe it, only to ſhe w- 
"wy different Matiners betwixt my Function 9 yours. 
© Carden, Nay, if the Sword and the Gown can agree 
no better, we are like to ſee but an ill Reformation. 
Duke. Once more, I ſay, ask him pardon, Bernardo, 
Bern, For what, my Lord? 1 profeſs, 1 begin to fear 
he has infected your Grace with his own Diftemper. x 
ti 5 885 Ha, ha, ba, ha. He Il call me Fool pre- 
ently. : 
Bo *For me that have ſwallowed and digeſted Scien⸗ 
ces, as common as Loins of Mutton, to affront Lear- 
ning ſo vilely, to compare with one that's ignorant of 
all a downright Madman. | 
Don Nu. Good words, Prieſt, good words; did Reli- 
$0 n teach you to be rude, Sir Caffock ?' Beſides; to 


? ew 1 am not ſo ignorant as you'd make me, know I 
2 have learnt the Sciences and made addition to excel 
Y Four Gown by one much. better than the reſt, , Knight- 
= Errantry, | N 


: Bern. That a Seience oh Haichlous ! ales, prithee | 
prepare thy Brains a little, to anſwer me one Queſtion. 
' Duke. Ay, now they buckle to't. 

Bern. What's a Knight-Errant good for ? 1 
Don . Every thing: He that is bonouted with that 
3 Function, underſtands a Science that contains in it all 

the reſt, which thus I make appear. Flrſt He muſt be 
ind in the * to know Juſtice Diſtributive and 


i 1 
i 8 


. 


Commutati ve, to do right to every one: He muſt be a2 
Divine, to know how to give a Reaſon clearly of his! 
Chriſtian Profeſſion: He muſt be a Phyſician, and chiefly 
an Herbaliſt, to know in a Wilderneſs or Deſart, what 
Herbs have Virtue to cure Wounds ; for your Knight- 
Errant muſt not be looking out every Piſſing- while for 
a Surgeon, to heal him: He muft be an Aſtronomer, to 
know in the night what a Clock tis by the Stars: He 
muſt be alſo a Mathematician, and . a good l 
Cook, becauſe it may very often happen, he may hav: 5 
occaſion to dreſs his own Dinner. Nor ſhould he only 
be adorn'd with all Divine and Moral Virtues, but he 
muſt deſcend to Mechanicks alſo; for he mult know 
how to ſhoe a Horſe, to mend a Saddle, ta ſoal a Boot, 


to dearn a Stocking, to ſtitch a Doublet, and in ſhort, 1 
to do all things that Reaſon can imagine. And all theſe [ 
3 and as many more, is your Knight - Errant good th 

or. | Cy Noh 8 = | 

'* _ Card. What ſay you to this, my good Divinity-teacher ? E 
methinks the Knight has given ye a fair account of his 

. Don Qu. And now I have anſwered his Queſtion, I 1 
think tis but reaſonable to ask him one: I demand of te 

him then, and put it fairly to his Conſcience, I ſay I 8 


„ 8 wb be 


Duke. By my troth a ſhreud Queſtion 
Card. And put home too, as the Caſe now flands. 
Bern. Oh ſinful Caitiff, is that a Queſtion to be ask d 
in theſe religious Times? Come, come, I'Il tell thee that 


F good for? Why in the firſt place, 
let me ſee, What's a Chaplain good for? Oh, now 1 ſot 
have it; why all the ſerious part of the World muſt al. lai 
low that [They laugh! Hum What's a Chaplain Fly 
good for? Well 1 profeſs I was ne'er ſo puzzled in all thy! 
my Life. [Chaplain offers to ſpeak, and they hinder him. : 
Card. Ay, 'tis plain now, the Cauſe is loſt, the Chap- not 
lain's confounded, he has not a word to ſay for himſelf, 


ha, ha, ha, ha. 
ws Duale. 


; / 
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Duke, Ha, ha, ha, ha, Eagertieſs and Rage have ſo 

choak'd him, he has no utterance la, ha ha, ha. 
Bern. What am 1 become a Jeſt ? fie hag. Lord, where 


is the Decency, where is the Saga range, this 
_ is very utſcemly — And I'll be — oe lei Choler ariſe, 
and I exceed che bounds of Diſcretion : Oh, my Lord, 
this is yery N [Exir. 
„ Duale. Now will he be muſty this Month, and we 
ſhan' t get a word from hi 
Don . Hah, What dreadful Sounds r 
 [Horrid Sounds are heard Within, 5 
Casi. Moſt wonderful! 
[A Noiſe like 4 Wornans Shricks, | 
Duke, Oh jonder are the Lights, 1 ſee they are com- 
ing. [To Cardenio. 
Don Qu. That laſt to me ſeetn'd like the Cry of Wo- 
; men, this may be ſome Adventure worth my notice. 


Enter Dale Luſcinda, 3 «ad Sancho, ae. \ 
| _ frighted 
- Batch, o fave me, Lord, fave ine; 
Dube. How now, for Heaven is ſake what's the mat 
ter? Embrace het. 
Tue. The Woods all in a Flame, a thouſand Spirits 
are in't, and all coming this way, Oh — What will 
become of us? 
Rodr. One of em made me ſhriek ſo loud with a 
Fright, that I'm ſure L could not be louder if I were to 
de raviſh'd, 
Sanc. All Hell is broke looſe vonder! There are 
Devils a- foot, and Devils in coaches, and Devils of all 
ſorts, ſhapes and fizes.. Oh! Where's this Plaguy Chap- 
lain _— ? Tneyer had ſuch a mind to pray in my Life, 
Fly, fly, good Sir,. oh N they'll be here in a 
twinklin 
Don . Why let '« em. come, ſtand by me and fear 
nothing.  [Horrid Noiſe again. 
Duke. This is ſomething more than natural, and I 
confeſs amazes me, 


an = | 


F 7* Enter . 


* 


del, in ak ten e by Do Se, lie how 
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uu Manuel Abet de wo Howing a men, 


thi: 2 5 e * 


| errible {60er it be, I canhot Tent ak thou frightful 
> 45} 4 8 peak the u igt 

r — What art thou . 122 

0 ˙ 16 
Duke. UNE [TY ne 


Dan. No, his Butler; I. al 11 FEY the in Cups 


. 5 Agat to alt the Wietkhes that are damn'd for drink- 
ing. e 
Card. What doſt thou from 12 office then, aud hi - 


ther art thou goipg? * 
Man. My Maſter * How has kent me out to Set, 


| Prince of the Inchanters, who is coming yander, brin 

ing the Princeſs Dulcinea del Toboſo with him inchante 
and I am ſent before to ſeek à famous Knight they call | 
Don Quixote de la Aanche;) to. tell him how the Princeſs 
may be freed, _ 
Bon Qu. If thou wert a Devil of Parts and Underſtand- 

ing, thou wouldſt have known, Without my, Inform 
that 1 am Dan Quixote. 


2. 


+ = . 7 
— * * * TY S 


Man, By my Conſcience and Soul, Sir, 1 think you 


| are, and. T beg your Pardon with all n y Heart; but I 


was ſo buſied in my ſeveral den that T forgot 


| the chief, as I hope. to be ſay;d. 


Sanc. Gadzooks, Tam not *alf fo mil. 2 now. 
as I was ; this Devil ſeems to be a very honeſt Fellow, 


and 1']] warrant him a good Chriſtian, decauſe he [wears 


by bis Soul and Conſcience : but yet he makes me laugh 


do talk of Dulcinea's Inchantment, ba, ha, ha Mum 
for that, I'm ſure I know the Trick of that,” better than 


any Devil of *em all. Tdfide.. 
Man. Prepare thy ſelf thieore”" * moſt Renowned, 


for here they come, clear, clear thy Eyes from. duft, and 


pick thy Ears, that thou mayſt take the "Secrets with. 
attention; oP be thou daunted, for Merlin Ids thee 


well, —1 can ſay no more, the reft bimfelf will tell. 
[Exit, lowing bis Horn. 


Don V.. 


ation, 


-- 
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y 


in the other World as well as this; fooliſh: Spirit might 


Don Qs. L ſee Impertinente is a Vice amongſt thoſs | 
have ſpar'd bis bidding me not be daunted, if he had 


1 how to manage a Speech wiſel ß 
Duke. The Butler was in the right, Sir; here comes | 
more of the Devil's Officers. „ e e e,, 295, 


Don Qs. Let him ſend all "his Family, my Lordy-I N 
| know how to anſwer them, I'll warrant ye 


Au ck ſoungs, and then a Dance of Spirits 4s ents ; 


which" ended, the Scene opens, and. diſcovers , Pedro 


Areſt like Merlin, and Page. like. Wa fi n in a” 
Chart | | 


Pedro. 1 Ss valiant: * to let thee- oe, 


tho all the. reſt of ſage Inchanters hate thee, that Mer- 


lin is thy Friend: Here is thy Miſtreſs inchanted to a 


foul rude Country Pomdy,-by, the malice of: thy erue! 
Foe 5 der; and ik thou ſeeſt her no beauteous. as 


formerly.” 'tis thro”. my preſent, Grace, and to move pity 


in thoſe that are concerned to difinchant her, for ſhe 


muſt turn to her vile ſhape again till the curſt Spell be 
ended; which to perform, obſerve my Words with = 


care, and liſten to What the Deſtinies ordain. -. 


Don. . Moſt reverently, and in all humble a0, I 


thank. e Merlin for his Clemency,i . 


„ Sanc. What a * ue baye I been in a Dream then 
all this while ; and when 1 thought I had fooled others, 


am I. a Fool m ſelf and A yeally inchagred wier 


all ? 


Datch. Nom is 1 7 at . Wit-end to f HOW} wbe⸗ 


| ther he may believe his Eyes and Ears or no. 


Luſc. But his Maſter. there is wholly tranſported ; os 


Lady, Dulcinea's fair Eyes. have inchanted him more than 
ſhe is by the Magician Lyrgander, ha, ha, ha. 


: Card. Softly, ſweet Love, they'll hear . f 
Sanc. Why. a Man ſhan't be ſure that he has his own 


| Noſe on at this rate; 1 would have laid my Earldom 


that. 1 am to have to a Cucumber, that 1 had inchante+ 


her myſelf, and now Mr. Merlin there makes it out, that 


it Was done before. Gadzooks 1 believe we are in- 


chanted, 
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ove 


chanted, and Swarms of Devils, like Gnats and Flies, 


are buzzing in every corner, 
-_=_ S.. — — eternal Mill-clack; let your 


co” lie ſtill a while, that the great Merlin way" un. 


himſelf. 


Duke, We have had the Prologue to? t already, he 
bas ſtroked his Beard three mes. one good 
found. Hem——and we have i RT 


—witha grave and loud voice, . 


pedro, ſpeaking. 

7 Dulcinea, from an ugly Creature, 

Would be transform d to this ber former Feature, 

The Powers, who now her Beauty do retain, 

To free her from theCurſe, do thus ordain , | 

Tat Sancho ſhall three thouſand Laſhes give 

Himſelf; and them en Buttocks bare an oy ET: 
his done, from her Inchantwent ſhall relieve her ; 

But not ecfurnt, foe _ be charm d for ever. 


[Sancho tarts, and looks die. 


Den mY A thouſand Bleſſings fall on Merlin's Tongue, 


tha like an Oracle has now delivered theſe happy 
Sounds — Oh Sancho, Brother Sancho, or how ſhall I 
ſtile thee, to expreſs my ſelf more tenderly ; ; my Son, 
my Friend, how am I overjoy'd to know that thou art 
to be the glorious means Dulcinea's Freedom? For 


now I reckon it as good as finiſh'd, 


Sanc. Oh not too faſt, good Sir; there's a great Jeat | 
to be ſaid upon this matter yet: An old Ape has an old 
Eye: I know well enough Mr, Merlin has ow'd me an 
IIl- will ever ſince the Cage buſineſs, and now thinks to 


revenge himſelf upon my Burocks for't ; but tis all one, 


Fore-warn'd, fore- arm 
than die at the Gallows; tho I han't an ounce of Brains, 


1 may have a drachm I cats tell that four and five 


make nine, tho I am no Conjurer, 
Don Qu. Oh prithee ſheath, ſheath up thy Proverbs 


now if thou lov'ſt me, and prepare thy ls to difi in- 


chant the Princeſs, dear Sancho. 


Sane, 


Better a fair pair of heels, 
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San. Ay, now 'tis dear Sancho, now ou have e- 
ſion for my Buttocks tis dear Sancho; but juſt now I 
was 4 Babbler, a Mill-clack, and every foot a e 
a2 Vetmin, and 1 know not What. Therefore I ad I'll 
make much of one, good Men are ſcarce; the Hound 
_ have more wir than to laſh himſelf, II tell ye but 
r at. 


Don. Qs. How's this! ! Dar. thou ptovoke my Rage 
by a Denial? | 
u owe to the Merits of your 


Maſter, Sancho, — 5 muſt ſoften your hard Heart, 

| Carden. And to the Princeſs 8 Soul, his 

better Part, from whofe benign and wonderful Influence, 

all Honours muſt ariſe. 5 

Durch. "Tis but three thouſand Laſhes—and alas— 

. hat are thoſe ? STS © 

Sand. Alas thoſe are nothing, . 1 warrant nothin 

[Sancho mimicks 2 but if your . te 5 : 
Hide were to diſinchant ſome body at this rate, I be- 

_  lieve you would be to bate ml of thoſe. Oons, 

does your Grace believe my Buttocks are made of Buck- 


skin? 
= Real is the World ſhould be de- 
prived of al Le uty ; and I am " cer- 
tain that generous Sancho will 4 relent, Wil- 
lingly ſacrifice his Backſide to end the Inchantment. 
San. Why there's another now, I warrant that 
ſqueaking Devi) could flaug a Man to death 1 Tar] 
 Good-will. Why what a plague has my generous Back- 
fide o do with Inchantments ? 13 ber.) Or 
why muſt I be obliged to demoliſh the Beauty of my 
Backſide, to erer, the Beauty of her Face? Tis my 
Maſter's buſineſs I think; and fince he is to enjoy the 
one, let him take the t other along too for my part I'll 
have nothing to do with it. A 
Page as * Dulcinea, Is it then poſſible, thou Soul of 
Lead, thou Marble-breaſted Rocky-hearted Squire, that 
thou Mouldſt des gle at ſuch eaſy Penance, to do thy 
Lord and me ſo great a Favour ? Hadft thou been 
doom d io eat a hundred Toads, three * Lizards, 


— 


4 


1734 Lie Gre, Hin 1 


or a peck of Vipers, * thy Eye-lids flea. thy 
Head 109 Ws Do ja th R three; n upon 2 


_ Gfid- Aron; this had been ſo ng far the 0 refuſe: 
_ Bit Tſinc&the ching impo 1 is Tur a_Flauging,. a Puniſh- 
ment each paltry Schookboy la B s at, an which each 
| rampant antiquated Aae chooſes for Pleaſure ; this io 
deny, eſpecially when the Performance would retrieve 
Beauty, ſupple my skin, and make this Olive-colour- 
. Face as fall. as now ee is a Barbacity, en 
donable, and the World will, hate R 
Don. Ou. And Tet thy Syeetneſs know, that he ſhal 1 
do it, tho he could herd with a. .Yourg Brood of Giants, 
leres as. thé öld that combated with Je. Harke, 
Raſcal, Garlick-eater, I will tie thee naked to a Tree, 
and inſtead of the three thouſand Laſhes give thee ſix, 
and each of thoſe fix inches deep, if ty Put hear thee 
breathe another word 12 2 ba 1 gh any 
ade yi Takes. hold, of Sa zu ho tr 66. 
pedro. Hold, noble Knj igt, e that, mult 
not be; for the great Poles have. c ord: dered, the Penance 
done mult not be forced but Willing). 
Sanc. Why then every one as you were, and face a- 
bout to the right again; God a. mercy for that faith 
_ Maſter Merlin, [Getting from. Don, Quixote], Look'ce, 
Sir; there's 'no more 40% be faid you hear, What the 
grand Powers have ordered: Came, come, dis ill a- 
ving apainſt the hair; the Wearer beſt knows where the 
Shoe writips, him; 151 95 Jou know the old ſay Jing, 
Scratch my Back, and 1 claw, your, Elbow; "there's no- 
thing to be done but by fair means, think of that, Sir. 
Don Qu. Why then a thouſand times begging thy par- 
don, Sancho, 1 do i intreat thy favour in this buſineſs, 
. Sanc, Humh himh——increat my favour... 
Don S. Conſider Friend, our future Riſe depends on 
the performance; for wanting her Influence-I can be 
no Emperor, nor thou no Governor; which if once 
done, 1 promiſe thee within a month at fartheſt. 
Sane, Why, ay, Sir, this is ſomething. now 
but yet three ghouſand Laſhes, Apps 1 
Os 


K , „ 6 — 4 


54 
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Duke. 1205 as to - Sg if — be ſo generous to 
; dillackact the Lady, he ſhall not ſtay ſo long to have 
- a Goy 855 for 1 have how in Iſl and at his ſervice. 
Sas orttinate Sancho, Oh moſt HAPPY * 
1 ſhall be proud to wait on him. x: 


*%. 


Datch. And J. 1 „ o0arev? ** 

Luſc. And all of us. Eo wal N | | * 

Sanc. Ay marky Sir, now. Jou. ound yell indeed, 
there's no ſqueaking in this Bagpipe ; IP is a won- 
derful thing to think now, how, B enefits have power to 
alter Reſolutions, and how Re an 7 vll trip it up 
Hill, that's laden with Gold and Jewels: Methinks I am 

ftrangel 7 altered on the ſudden, $89 eee ſo averſs to 
this Laſhing as before. r 
Don S. "Well, are things yet accordin ing to thy wiſh J 
Art thou now ſatisfied, that by my means thou * | 
become a Governor? Does thy 1 PAD relent [Pp 

Sanc. It does, Sir, and you may ee it in V Exe 

| [Weeping.) You may find by me too, that be that i is 

obſtinate, wears his Coat ſooneſt threadbare ; and Folly 

may hinder a Man of many a good turn. I beſeech ye, 
Sir, to pardon my Proverbs, and thank the Duke there 

for his noble favour, which I do, now reſolve to deſerve 
by my ſpeedy diſinchanting the Lady. Dulcinea, who yet 
ere morning ſhall find bex, buſineſs much hettared, if my 
| Buttocks can be but in humour. 
Don Qu: There 1 242 my Brother,, my. Right, hand, 
my Genius. 
Duke. The Iſfland's name is r 440 3 
do declare before ye all, Don Sancha is the Governor. 
mn. Long live the Goyernor of the Iſland Bara- 
Faria, 
pedro, 'Tis well; and more to colabraw this Hour, 1 
by my Art wil ſhew how I approve it. 

| Þ © hs 

pedro waves 12 Wand ; then here is daes this PO: 
ſung by a Milkmaid, «44 jewel: 5 a Raves, of 
 Milkmaids. 
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so 


| q<. x EY and Sylvan PTY 5 
That love green Fields and Woods,. - 
When Spring newly born, 
Her ſelf Aves adm 
Mey on and blooming bb, 
25 in the Praiſe, 
h orhs do rl 2 | 
In yonder pleaſant Vale, © 
Of thoſe that chooſe 
Their Sleeps to loſe, 
And in cold Dews, 
With clouted Shoots, 
Do 1 the Mi * . i 
The agg of oY | An 
With Blufhes they adorn, 
And take the freſh Air, 
whilſt Linnets prepare 
| 4 Confore on each green. Thorn :- 
| The Oufle and Thruſh, 
On every Buſh, 
And the Charming Nightingel;. 
In merry Vein, 
- Their Throats do ftrain, 
To entertain | i 
The Jolly Train a 
Thar * che Milking . bai 
III. 
When cold bleak Winds do roar,, 
Aud Flow'rs can ſpring no more 
The Fields that were ſeen 
So pleaſant and green, 
By Winter all candy'd o'er; 


0 
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Oh ! How the Town Laſs 
Looks with her white Face, | 6 

And her Lips of deadly 1 „ : 
But it is not ſo © bolt Nee ID. STR | 
with thoſe that go „„ 1 
Thro' Froſt and Snow, e — 
With Cheeks that +4 e 
And _ * _— Path. © 
r 
The Miſs of 88 Mould, e 
Adorn'd with Pearl and Gold, 
With Waſhes and Paint 
Hier Skin does ſo taint, 
She's wither' d before ſhe's old 
Whilſt fue of Commode 
Puts on a Cart-load, © | 
And with Cuſhions plumps her Tait * 
What Joys are nes 


_ . 
3 — — —L 
— — — * 
— 


In Ruſſit Gown, 
Young, 


And $2weet and nt of A 
| That W the E Pail. 


. 

The Girl * Venus's Game, 
That venture Health and Fame, 

In practiſing Feats, 
With Colds and with Heats, 

| Make Lovers grow blind and lame: 

If Men were ſo wiſe, 

J value the Prize 
Of the Wares moſt fit for Sale, 

What ſtore of Beaus 

Mud dawb their due, 

To ſave a Noſe, 
By following thoſe 
Thas carry the Milking Pail. 


= — 
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Carden. Merlin i is pleaſed at Sancho's Condeſcenſion, 
which he has prov'd by this ſtrange Entertainment. 
Don Qs. And Dulcinea ſmil'd moſt radiantly. 

Luſcind, And at her going mate” a low. bow to 
Sancho, © 

| Dake. Come G e now - lit us FER to Sup- : 
- per, where we'll confer about xe rr Matters re- 
Haring to your . Wa b4 | _w__ 

Dutch. Take heed you are not t cruel, our MManders will 
ne'er endure a Tyrant. 

Sancho. Oh let me alone for chat Madam, Nl be as 
mild as a Milch Cow z 8 1. n 0 about me 
but my Beard. N 
Thus goes the World Sire, many maß fall low, 


by 


Whilſt others riſe-up hib; 2 
Many get Governments the: Lord knows how, 


And fo WI Have 7. e 88 , 


A C 1 III. E CE NE . 


| Marcelia walks, over the Stage penſoualy... 


| Afermarts Enter Cardenio and Ambroſio. 10. 


n 0 Cynthia re 'roſe* angel the Myrtle | 
Se Grove, © © 5 
[Speaking as Marcella paſſe by. | 
Like the Veen Mother ow 95 Stars 
about. 
Ob, dear N 0, good mor- | 
roy to thee, what ow come from | 
ſeeing se done upon Diego 27 _ 
___ f4mbr, I have ſeen him ſoundly whipt, and run out 
of his Employment this morning. | 


* 
Ar | 


Card. 


. 


part II. ar Don Quincies 2139 


Card. lnlclent Villain! Vas there no one to attack 
1 the chief Beauty of our Groves, the Glory of the 
Plains, and Darling of the Shepherds, the admired Mar- 

cella ?. Leandro. her Father it ſeems was therè too, who, 
I hear, has made a ere Suit: to the Duke about his 
Daughter. $731 f 
Ambr. Your Intelligence i is good, 2 e 
Card. My Intelligence is. good: — 1 5 noty 
5 Friend, art thou grown reſty ? Is that all, to ſay my Ia- 
relligence i is good: Nay, then you ſhall "find my Intel- 
ligence is better; for 1 heard a Bird (i ing, that "the old 
Man, weighing your late brave Action done for her, 
and knowing you to be the Duke's Kinſman, has made 
an offer of his Daughter for a Wife for Kr 
; Abr. So, Sir. rr nk | 
Card. 80, Sir, I gad, by 1 think very All 108. Sir, 7 
5 * * a Pox ails thee: Why thou aft as muſty, as if thou 
hadſt been offered a Witch without a Portion: Or doſt 
thou banter me with a Fit of Diſſimulation? Hah, come, 
come, Sir, welcome yeur happy Planet with Smiles; z 
Plato, Socrates and 1 4 bal are good Companions hen 
a2 Man has an Eſtate, but bonikly dull and 12 5 
Fellows when the Aſſets are Waring, . | 
Abr. Very well, Sir 7 ͥ frond Od 
Card Thou art the Duke's: * = 1 he 
cloves thee, and will do very well for thee; but till a 
Fortune of thy own making is ore honodreble.- and 1 © 
know Leandro dotes on his fine Daughter, and will give 

her a world of Wealth: Nor is his Family to be deſpi- 

ſed, for all: he fanſtes a Rural Life among the Shep- 

herds, he being, as Pm informed, muy deſcended 
| from the noble Cid Ruy dax. 

Ambri And what of all this; Sir? 07 

Card. What of all this! Why then MO ct a happy 

Fellow, L think; to have the proſpe@ of enjoying ſo ſweet 
a Creature, with ſo plentiful a Fortune: Yet what moſt. 
ſurprizes me is, to hear that her. ſudden Love to thee, 
has quite altered her Nature; and ſhe that from her In- 

fancy, was ** ** moſt reſeryed Weng AE 
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Sex, now talks of Love,” buſhes, oy amorous Son” 


nets, and lives quite contrary to her former Cuſtom. 
___AmbrgSo let her live; prithee why doſt thou trouble 
me with 1 de 
their Miſchiefs, and their Protean Cha 
well already. I am as well skill'd in the Philoſophy of 
that damnin 

he did, with ſuch a Rancour, that I have an Odium even 
for her that bore me, for being Female in her Genera- 
tion: If thou wouldſt pleaſe. me, ſay the N HY 

mongſt them. 


recial of a Woman $ Follies: Their Wiles, 


Sex, as e'er was Arerine, and hate them as 


But he thas bids me for a Wiſe propre; os 
4s forming the ' worſt ae and Finz of wm Vee 
* 


Card. What the Devil ails bim 2 The eng Fellow's 
bewirch'd I think. 1 thought he came hither on purpoſe 
to follow her, for 1'm ſure I ſaw her 
Walk juſt now. But fince tis otherwiſe, I'm cer- 

tain ſhe muſt meet bim; and chen a kind Word, and a 

2 Look or thro, I Warrant N Won conyert * 


down that 


Enter Page. | 
"Si My Lord Duke has var — ye, Sir, 


this hour; he is now in the Hall with the Barbet 
ready to fee the ſecond Exploit which we are — 2 - 
t 


banter Don Quixote with, which is the Adventure 


| Counteſs Ty aldi: If you intend to laugh, Sir, come 
away, for we are juſt going to begin. 


Card. I'll OE . the” 7 * needs be excel 


lene. . N (Exaunt. 


6 RY and en Abo lie. 


Ambr, Was ever Man ſo teaz'd with what he hated 2 5 


The more I ſhun the Plague, the more I am ord, 


| how dareſt thou follow me ? 
| Mare, What dates not Courage do? I am in your 
Debt, Sir, and like a generous Ba 


am (o — 
ur any quiet, till I have made 


1 cannot reſt, nor har 
Re payment. 


I know too 


w 9 


a 
— 


Part II. Don Quixote. 141 

Ambr, By 1 torturing mo, is that the way, Tormen- 
. 

Marc. Heavens ! Can you call of Tortures, I being 
here, that undergo the greateft that are poſſible ? 3 
there a greater Torture for a; Woman, than to ſi 
ber Humour, veil her Pride, which ſhe ſometimes — 4 
Modeſty, and be forced, b beneath a thouſand 


thouſand Shames, to curſe her rs like. me, and mn. 
the loves? 


Ambr. by thou Angle to > Amity, doſt thou pre- = 
tend to Love? 


Mare. Oh that thy T were a ſharp» p-pointed Dag- 


; ger to wound my Heart, that it might bleed an Anſwer, 
s it does now — when i it compels me to an- 
ſwer, yes I do. 
le. What me, ind me thou love? rear Geet 5 
Damnation. 5 
Marc. I will not ſpeak dom Devitt——Gods ! 2 What 
am I doing Oh give me back one minute of my 
paſt ſtrength, that I may have the pleaſure but of railing 
a little at him, and twill be Heaven to me. Where does 
thy Witchcraft lie, thou Sorcerer? In thy Eyes, thy 
Tongue, or in what other part? Tell me, that I may 
tear the fatal - and gre my moor” tormented Soul 
ſome eaſe: | _ 
Amör. Hey, Firs, Eruptions! This is Woman right ; 
now, there's now a Legion of Cub- Devils within her, 
that tumble er a, and make her mad. 5 
Haro, Forgive me; Sir, theſe-ſtrange Effects of Paſli- 
on; theſe ſtubborn Weeds, om 1 will now endeayour | 
to root out ans demoliſh. :. 
Ambr, That was a flattovi Blend" — ſoft and 
moving, to make us think ſhe is a Fos to Pride. 
Mare, 1 have ſeem'd proud, Sir, but twas all Hypoeri- 
ſy, which Patience andwarm purſuing had diſcovered, as 
nom your Charms have done, and made me flerible. 
Ambr. Ha, ha, ha, ha: now deareſt Chryſoſtom, look. 


_ and _ to ſe * Vigim offered to . 
t 1 | 


SONG. 


*7 
| 


ety.— 
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192: 7 be cue, 7184 


omen, hi Friend dil ba COA 5 


Follow Cloris tho ſhe flies 9e oe nt 

Thi het Tungue your Suit is fighting, * ca ae HP 
Her kind Eyes you'll find eruiting. ou 
Womens Rage, like ſhallow Water HEY 
Does bat ſhew their hurtleſs Naturez; 
When the Stream ſeems rough and Henni“ eee 26h 


| IPA] 15 z red of , e eee 
I; aendern 07 hn. : 
5 £ n. tb 1. 5 n 1177 * 


Lat me tell the' e rous Stranger, | 610 bot 
In our Calmneſs lies our Der; o 
Lite 4 River's ſilent Running _ C Dns 


. Stilneſs ſhows our Depth and Cunning. | onto T 1 
She that rails ye into Trembling, © Ae l 4 


On ſhews her fine Diſſembling, | ' * Be 4 2 317212 | 


.Bur the Fauuner, to: abuſe ve, off Nerf 


, oe Foolas and.ſo will aſe ie. Te of 09 bg. bf 


2 A well 0d Devil this, oh he bas ben vari- 


7 117 CARTS. 


Marc. There are a e Prailties in our Ser, 


wich every day and hour ſueceed each other, uncertain 
Natures with uncertain Raſſions, ſway'd by the Ebb and 
Flomings, of our Blood by Seaſons, as the Fide i is by the 
ve another: 


Moon; like Rowers we look one 
Soor h with our Tongues: to mitke: Mankind, abey , 
But ſcarcely euer thin the things we ſays ... 


Ambr. Go on, for now thou'rt on a Theme wk 
pleaſes me; rail at thy Sex, and 1 will hear with pati- | 
ence, nay, help thee onwards thus Even from your 


Infancy you ſhew the Serpent in your perverſe Natures, 


cry, for each Bawble, then pout and be ſullen? The 
ſtubborn Curſe grows as *twere ſeeded in ye, and ſprings | 


uncultur'd from the firſt Ong, 
w HQ} | | Mare. 
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Marc. We very often ſnew a Bud, tis true of Mik. 
chiefs, that bloom out in riper years. 
Ambr. Why: that's honeſtly own'd, and An hou. 
haſt ſome Fonkeignee, A n come to the 
Girl of ten. 
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— proce an 19 4 
ro Bo 0 = bes own age . ie dan}; "ay . . 
ſtill extremely. pleaſed when Men accoſt her: To call [bi 
her Miſs, is an Affront unpardonable; but tell her ſne | 
is grown tall and fit to marry,” you win her Heart: 14 
Then Jou ſhall ſee. her ſmicker, and. make a thouſand” 4 | 
1 Faces, to let you: ſee, hem. well ſhe under- 1 
ſtands ye. ** | 18 
Ambr. Young: Grocodiles;- but go on chou ineompa⸗ i 
rable Orator, thou Cicero in Petticoats, prithee go on 
Come to their Womanhood, their Pride of Eighteen, 
and ſo to One 2 _—_ 3 What are they ay A chou f 


Sib yl? a AT =" 
Marc. He nales me, this baſe InyeRtive pleaſes a 
Acadian CAſide. 


Then—Why then they are a ſecond Race of Angels 
The greateſt Bleſſings: Heaven e'er gave Mankind. 
1  [Angrily to him, 
= Aube. KW. — Ny if hou flago'ft to thy old courſe, © 
I hate thee; come-1'll- refreſh thy Genius with a ſcrap 
of Poetry 1 lately met with in an honeſt e mt ſuirs 
exactly with the preſent Theme. | * 
At Fourteen Years young Female are contriving Tricks 
to tempt ye, Cat 90 
At Sixteen. Tears. come en and - ven, and take of : 
Kiſſes plenty; WE 
4 t Eighteen Years full we and ripe, theyre ready 
to content ye, : 
At Nineteen fly and miſchievont, but the Devil as Ons 
IH | and twenty. 
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55 
my Beauty's Altar; r 
can ſo degenerate, to think me — 


5 barbarouſly uſe m 


member 


5 Thins, thars's a Poaical Touch now to ſpies thee : 
Come, prithee go on now. 


2 Oh Heaven! He makes me bis mere Jeſt, and 
ungratefully have been expoſing my Sex to Entertain 


anity Yo 


1 Nay, either rail quickly, or ry be gone; I 


; have no other buſineſs with thee. 


Marc. Les, thou infuking Monſter, 1 will ral; bis 


it ſhall be at thee, thou Seed of Rocks, unnatural Brute, 
thou Shame of all that call themſelves of Humane Race, 


Amr. Theu Woman. 
Mare. Have I been from my In 


than often: Heaven it ſelf, to pay Devotion to 


Ambr. Woman. 


Marc. Reject 3232 precious for thy Hopes, an 


Amber. e that 1 can wth, 


with all her Kind, were doom'd to ſtand in one great 


Field of Flax, and I had power to ſet it on a blaze. Re- 

Cbryſeſtom, there, there, there's the Cauſe 
That 'twixt thy Sex and me breeds endleſs Jar, 
And for whoſe ſake I ſhall till Death abhor. [Exit 

Marc. Do: But yet ere thy Death, I beg the Powers 


Divine, thou mayſt find one, one Woman, to give thee 
as little reſt, as thou haſt left me now; for 1 ſhall ne- 
ver, never reſt again: Racks, Poiſon, Flames, Halters, 


and Cutting Swords, I long methinks, I lon Tet "oy * 


an; 3 this comes of being coy and of diffe 


All flu Longs Maids, let my Example Xing He 
Hienceforth neer ſacrifice your Love to Pride : 
| Take whilſt you can, the kind deſerving me,” 
| Left, m refuſe 55 you repons like . | 


1 TEE ah. 


* 8 * r N 
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: Seafon. 1 hope your 


How fares the noble Governor of Barataria too? Have ' 
Jou ſeen him this morning? 


SCENE II. 


5 Enter "Duke Don Wirers, Dutcheſs, Landa onde. 


and Rodriguez. 


3 


1 Den Qu. Your Grace has here a very pleafant. Proſe. 
peR, the Landskip filled with ſweet Viriey: and then 


the Sea at ene; near that Champian, makes the View, 
more delightful, 


Duke, A Seat for ports, Sir, duri the Summers: | 


alour refted well to night, Sir e 


Don N. Not yet my Lord, which i in ſome linle mea- 
ſure cauſes my wonder, 


Burch, Oh you"mult confiler; Sir, the. Task he has 
undertaken ; the Zeal, perhaps to diſinchant your Lady 


ſpeedily, might make bim laſh himſelf ſo much laſt night, 


as may require him to reſt more in the morning, But 
ſee here he comes. 


Card. Tour Grace has found the Reaſon, it muſt be 5 


ſo. 


Cuſc. Mrs, Rodrigez, chere tells me, he has been! wri- 
ting a Letter to his Wife this morning, to inform her of 
2 R of n, and invite her to his Govern- 


25% He write it, [bez] our ; pardon, ood Madam, 
J told ye the Steward's begy writ it for * for his 


part, poor Peaſant, he can neither write nor ad: be ll 
make a rare Governor. 


Duke. Oh never the worſe for char, Mes. warb. 


the eſſential part of a Governor is Judgment. 


Dutch. And, Rodriguex, I'd adviſe you to take care 
how you vilify him, Sancho is An ſatyrical and 
there's. an old Grudge 54 7 e 

Dapple you may remember; here he comes, we ſhall 


now have an Account of his Leuer, and che relt. 28 
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Enter Sancho. = | 
Don Qu. How does my Friend, my Intimate? for 
ſince the Duke has honoured thee, and the Fates have 
ordained thee to do me ſuch a ſignal Courteſy, *tis fit I 
take thee into the Liſt of Friends: Well, and how go 
matters, hah Troth thou lookꝰſt lean upon it, I'm 
afraid thon haſt over - jerked thy ſelf; no, don't do ſo 
neither — Dear Sancho, come prithee tell me how many 
hundred, ha? e e be 


K 


don't die of a fit, when ſhe hears! ſhe mult” come away 
and be a Counteſs ;) ſo that betwixt one and t'other, as 
Je, I could give 


7 


1 ing Account? ee 
. conſcience, ' © Cl ex b fed 
ſ Card. 'Tis a palpable Aﬀeont to the Pulpceſs, fiye 
hundred had been too few. 
Sanc. D'ee hear, pray Friend, will you meddle with 
the Cards that won't play; and I beſeech your Grace : 
conſider me rightly, I'll make my Maſter full amends a- 0s 
laid on with my hand, and with a thumping good-will I 
il! rather Claps than Laſhes; and yours, I ſee there, is ſo 
ll _ © ſoft, that I fear the Sage Merlin will hardly except of 


Lord Duke, did your Grace ever hear ſuch a pitiful ſneak- 
ll "Duke, 1 faith Fiend Sajchey fie ts 
your own matters; Go too, There's many will ſhuffle 
nother time; for tho they were but five, yet they were 
Dutch. Blows with a kane? Friend Goveribr* are 
1 - ſuch effeminate Diſcipline. 


o— 


| Sante 


old Bawd, an 


| ſhould make bol 
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Sanc. Why then, if your Grace pleaſes to proyide 
me a good, olly-buſh againſt night, I will ſo fegue my 
Buttocks before morning, that you ſhall ſay I haye earn'd 
my Government I'll warrant ye; and I propoſe this 
the more willingly, becauſe I intend to enter upon t to- 


| morrow, as my Lord Duke has promiſed. 
. Luſe, That indeed, Madam, may do ſomething | to the | 


purpoſe. 


Dutch, D'ee hear, Rodrignez——Let there be ſuch .: 
| Buſh 15 gt ready. - 


What means your Grace? I beſeech ye con- 
F- 40 my Place, and what I officiate in; and ſince laſh- 
Ing the Buffoon is neceſlary, let ſome of the Fellows of 


the Stable excerciſe him with a Horſe-whip. 


Sanc. Marry gep, goody Sock-mender, what ow! are 


too good, are Ty — Well, from the Conſcience of an 


have cock'd up your Noſe, I warrant. 


Rodr. What, Creatures of that coarſe kind! What | 


Aﬀes are eyer uſed to go to Governments, thou un- 
poliſ d Animal ? 


Sanc. Why, thou pomatum- Pot, dat never Meat of 


an Aſs that went to a Government in thy Life? 


Ah Pox on thee, where haſt thou been bred? £1 UE 


Duke. Oh a hundred, a hundred, [the grand Sancha 
ſpeaks but reaſon: | 


Ditch, What Noiſe is this? 


¶ Drum beats within, and Trumpet asd. 


Don Nu. The Sound is diſmal, and it ſeeme to me 


as if ſome ſtrange Adventure were at hand. . 


Card. It muft be ſo, ſee here they come ben us. 


* Dutch, Some Riibaſly to the great Day ave" withe 
out doubt. | 


Sanc, A Plague on their Embaſſy: ; whoe' er they are, 1 


don't like their coming at this time If this Adven- 


ture now ſhould put any ſtop to my Government. I 
4 to wiſh their ny n nen 5 


hang'd there. | 
"OE G2 a Enter 


the Pride of a fuſty Waiting-woman, 
good Lord deliver me. If I had deſired ye to lead my 4 
| Dapple' after me to my Government, how you would | 
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Euter two with Drum and Fife ſounding hoarſly, and 
marching ſoletnl er the Stage; then Enter Pedro 
. diſguiſed Niks a Chineſe, with great Whiskers, and a large 
long crooked Noſe on his Face, leading in Manuel dreſs 
 antichly in a long Robe, with three Skirts held up by 
three Pa ager s and ueil d, attended y fo our Waiting-Wo- 
men veil't and dreſt antichly; ; then four Antichs in 
| ſeveral Shapes, bearing a Table, on which. ſtands the 

_ Figure of a large Golden Head: they go round the Stage, 

And then. tha Table and Head being plac d in the middle, 

they dance; then Pedro advances to the Dake, and 7 

ſpeaks 


pedro. Noſt Noble Prince, you muſt be pleaſed to 
know, that in the flouriſhing Kingdom of Candaya, I 
am known by the Name of Pierres the Hardy, other- 
wiſe called the Knight of the Roman Noſe, only Brother 
to the Counteſs Trifaldi, otherwiſe callid the Afflictedn 
Natron, the Lady you ſee vonder; who in her Proſpe- I 
rity, was chief +” ap or Waiting. woman, to the Queen 
Donna Magunſia, Dowager to King Arahipiella; and 4 
1 from his Territories, thus far is come 1 — kiſs your mighty” | 
14 Hands, and your fair Dutcheſs's, and to intreat a Favour. 
Due. Thrice worthy Knight Your ſelf and the 1 
good Counteſs are moſt welcome. 5 « 
1 
t 


Dutch. And tell her, Sir, if any Griefs oppreſi her, we 
i ſhall be very glad to bring her Comfort, 
It Pedro. Your Beauty is moſt generous; but ere I pro- 


ceed to that, I muſt deſire to know, whether the yalo- I 
| rous and invincible Knight Don Quixote de la Mancha be * 
in your Caſtle, in whoſe: ſearch. principally, to * == FF © 
truth, ſhe comes, | 
Duke. Tell her then Vkawiſe, noble Piaryres, that here - 0 
is the valiant Knight Don Quixote, from whoſe generous _ 
I! Condition, ſhe may Hy Fonte her ſelf all ne. 0 
[it and Aſſiſtance. 8 9 
it . Pedro. Then, blelt be our happy 50.1 will i Wh 
| farm. her inſtantly. ' 
| Card. Oh admirable runction of. Knight-Ecrantey, 
beyond all other 18 


* 


Part II. 
Luſc. Oh Vice excellent, to whom Ladies come 


from the — A of rhe Earth, to ſue fo? 


Succour! 
Duke. 

Valour. 

Don Qu. Now 1 1 wiſh my Lord, that 


Gon man, that dull Bag-pudding Prieſt, that lately rail | 
at . e by, to ſee whether duch ä are 


1 


Servants all. | 
* Your Merit e 


pect, Madam, from every 


| one; : therefore pray fit wg us, and pleaſe to unfold your 
Griefs, [ The Counteſs Trifaldi comes and kneels to the 
Duke; he takes her up, and he and the 


Dutcheſs ſeat her in a Chair. 


Man. Illuſtrious Beauty, as ſoon as my full Heme and 
will give me leave, I ſhall: But in the 
_ firſt place, I muſt deſire to know, whether the moſt pu- 


9 faltring Tongue 


erous Don ire of the Manchiſſima, and his 
Squireiferous Pancha be in this Company or no? 
Sanc. Why look ye forſooth, without any more 


| Flouriſhes, the Governour Pancha is here, and Don 


SQuirotiſſimo too; therefore moſt afflictediſſimous Matro- 


niſſima, ſpeak what you williſſimus, for we are all ready 


to be your Servitoriſſimus. 


Don S. Upon my Honour, Airnithod Lady, let me 


but know the Tenor of your Wrongs, they ſnall not 
want ul and now you hear Don e ſpeak him · 


= 
Man, Art theu th Man ? Blef be that Madrid Phiz, 19 


5 Body; here 
at thy Feet I eee my Unworthineſs, to des afliſt- 


thoſe toothleſs Jaws, and that way-beaten 


ance from thy 
Don Qu. Oh —— Madam, what do you mean? 
By my Honour this muſt not be. {Raiſes her up. 


; 2 And thou more Loyal Squire, than ever followed, 
in paſt or preſent Times, the ragged Fortunes of ſo 


Auguſt and Renown'd a 8 z thou fecond Part of 
OS No nts G 3 * 


of Don Quixote. 4 


Secure in | his AF Arm, and — 


Dake. Oh, a dene ban Book. worm, you mult not 
think of him. Nay, ende OY not be, we are 
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Errantry, longer in Goodneſs than my Brother's Noſe 


*there ; thus do I ſhake 7 Fiſt, and thus conjure thee 
a : 


to bear thy part in my Affair with willingneſs.. 


_ Sane, Why truly Miſtreſs, as to what you ſay, of my 5 


Honeſty in following my Maſter—Ragged or not ragged, 
wet or dry, I think you are pretty right; but when you 


ſay, my Goodneſs is longer than that Gentleman's Noſe, 
there I muſt beg your pardon, Gadzooks tis a meer 
Compliment; faith it comes ſhort of that, 1 aſſure you. 
Man. Be pleaſed to know then valorous and un- 
tamed Sir, that in the Queen Donna Magunſia's Court, 1 
being Governeſs to the young Princeſs Antonomaſpa, and 
hindring her from marrying the Giant Malambruno, a 


great Inchanter; he, to vent his Rage more ſenſibly up- 


on us, did it on our moſt tender part, our Faces, thatch- 
ing our Chins, as you may behold them, with theſe un- - 


ſeemly Beards and loathſom Briſtles 
Due. "Tis wonderful! __ 


| [They unveil themſelves, and ſhew: their Faces all Bearded, | 


.._ Dutch, Beyond all thought amazing! 


Tuſec. The Inchanter ſhew'd his Malice to.the height. 5 
Card. To make 2 Witch of a Woman before ſhe 


* 


comes to be fifty, is very h are. 


T [Sancho feels one of the Beards. 
Sanc. The Hair is plaguy faſt ſet on; the Inchanter, 
as ye call him, has bearded them with a vengeance; 


why this would undo the poor Devils in a little time; 


if they're inclin'd to be cleanly, they'll ſpend all their 


Portions in one Year, only in paying for their Shaving, 
Don Qu. How my Blood boils againſt this damn'd 
Inchanter ! for I perceive now this Diſgrace of theirs is 
done in ſpite of me, he knows I hate a Woman with a 
Beard — and now has plagu'd me with them in a 
. Cluſter, | JC 


Man. But ſee how harmleſs Innocence gets Friends; 
we were no ſooner bearded, as you ſee, but to our won- 


der, in the place appears this golden Head, charm'd with 
Prophetick Speech by the great Merlin, who bid us in- 


ſtantly travel into Sain to find Don Quixote, and with 


him his Sword and Buckler Sancho Panwha, in whoſe re. 


nowned 


the trut 
method I muſt uſe in your relief, [T wilt preſume to in- 
Dis the Head. 
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nowned preſence, he would diſcover the Remedy to eaſe 
us of our Shames—This i is our diſmal Story, and thus far 
are we come; famed Knight, in queſt of you; and leſt 


you doubt the truth of my Relation, queſtion the Head, 
. and you will then know more. | 


Don A, Not that I queſtion, moſt afflicted Lady, 
h of your ſtrange Story; but to be ſatisfied in the 


- Duke. No for the Oracle 3 4 thus far 'tis rarely Lied, 
Card. They act it to a Miracle: : Sancho is ſo con- 
"founded vonder; he cannot fpeax. | 
Tuſc. Oh! they'll give him vent preſently. 
Dutch. Pray Heaven the Head be in a good humour, 


40a has not got a Cold, that we may hear diſtincti) 


"WORST gee: FO ; 
Sanc. Good Sir, be pleaſed to dahin as ſoon as you 


can; for eſſe the Head, to my thinking, by his gaping, 5 
will attack you with a Speech firſt. 


Don Qu. Hem, hem, thou admirable Head, what 5 bs 
"my Name? - 
Head. Don Quixote de la Mancha, otherwiſe called 
"the Knight of the Ill-favoured Face. 
- Sanc, O Lord, and who am I, pray Mr. Head? 
Head. The truſty Sancho Pancha, and now the famous 
Governor of Barataria. 


San. The Devil's i in't, I ſee there's no keeping pre- 


ferment ſecret; every one's Head, inchanted or not in- 
chanted, will be meddling with other Peoples matters: 


and when am I to de ſett ed | in this Government, good 
Mr. Golden- pate? . 


Head. Not till the Nerd of che Beards is ended. 
Sanc. Why then pray let it be ended quickly, for my 


Clothes are making; and my Wife is coming, and [ 
muſk govern to- .morrow, whether theſe good Women 
dare Beards or no Beards. N 


Don Qu. Be brief, incomparable Head, and let me 5 


know the way to Afinchant the Coliviteſs. 


Head. This night between the hours of twelve and 
- ny Merlin wil ſend thee an inchanted Horſe, on which- 


5 * 4 * thou: 


Row * * — 5 — ” — — x” _ . — - — — 1 
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thou and thy valiant Squire muſt ride thro' the Region 
of the Air unto Candaya, to combat the curſt Giant 
 Malambruno, who by thy Hand ſhall fall; and from 
that inſtant, the Hairs ſhall peel from theſe diſconſolate 
Faces, and every Chin be ſmooth as Infant Beauty, 
Don Nu. Thanks to the gracious Merlin; and let the 
Horſe but come, I'll in a trice be with this horaid Giant. 
Sancho prepare, for I will loſe my Beard among thoſe 
Infidels, ere fuffer theſe to grow a moment longer. 
. Sanc. D'ee hear, d'ee hear, Sir; pray let Diſcretion 

rule the Roaſt with ye a little: I am a Governor now, 
and can ſpeak Sentences by the dozen. What a Plagae 
have we to do with Giants of Candaya? How do you 
think the Princeſs Dulcineas buſineſs will go on, if 1 
am galling my Buttocks in a Journey towards Candays * 


1 
— 


” 


And as for theſe Gentlewomen, they'll do well to get 
into ſome Country or other where there's but little Sun- 


ſhine, they may do buſineſs well enough in the Dark; 
for the Proverb ſays, When the Candles are out, all Cats 


are grey. : 


Man. Oh barbarous! art thou to be a Civil Judge, 
and canſt thou want Compaſſion ? Whither, Inhumane, 
| ſhall we fly for Succour ? who'll take a Waiting-woman 


with a Beard on? CCC 
1 Sanc, Well, well, that's all one, 1 ſhan't ride for all 
Card, Truly, Sir Governor, the Counteſs is in the 


right; a Lady with a Beard, will look but oddly in a 


Queen 5 Behn oo he 
Dutch. Oh, the 85 Sancho is a greater Friend to 
our Sex, than to ſuffer,ſuch Ignominy thro” his default. 


Don Qu. 1 have taught him more Humanity 1 am ſure. 


Sane. Ay, you may talk, but this ſhan't get me on 


| Horſe-back ; for tho 1 am a Friend good enough for the 


Sex, yet 1 am for letting every one ſhave her ſelf as ſhe 
can. Now am I piping- hot juſt ready to enter upon my 
Government, and here's the Devil of a Head would 
| hinder it, to ſend me of a Foal's Errand as far as Candays. 


 Gadzooks, let Waiting-women go hairy to their Graves, 
I'll not jolt ſo far to take away any one's beard, not I; 


« 1 


— 


> 


come, let us take the Page away, 
2 Laugh——ha, ha, ha, a Trick, a Trick, ha, ba. 1 


notice of, 
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if my Maſter has ſuch a mind to it, let him do it alone? 
1 haySother buſineſs enough he knows. 


Dake. Why, Friend, the Iſland is rooted faſt in * 


Earth, will ay for ye till ye come again; beſides, 1 
find there 4s a neceſlity for your going: What ſay'ſt thou 
fam'd Head? Can Don Mixote end the Charm alone? 
Head. No, tis impoſſible ; Sancho muſt go, or theſe 


be Bearded ever. 


Sanc. Oons, ye damn'd chanering, Devil, ye lye; and 5 
I'll ſee if I ean conjure you into a better Opinion: now 
Im provoked, III ſee what kind of Witchcraft lurks 4 
' within ye here. How now! 7 
| [Snatches off the Golden-head from the Table, and diſco- 


vers the Page bare-faced, who is vid u wit hin it. 


What a Plague have we here? 


Pedro. A Pox on him, the cholerick Fool bas diſco- 


: vered us. 2 
Man. Tis CG he has ſpoil'd the reſt of the Scene: . 
and carry off all with 


Onnes. A Trick, a Trick, ha, ha, ba, ha, ba. 


[They all get ff To 
| Duke. *Tis plain now, this is a mere piece of Roguery. 
Durch. Invented, I warrant, by ſome Enemy de Knight- 
Erran | 

3 Aud ated by ſome of the Mobile of ms 
Card. That beard of his ſoaring Fame, no doubt 
| and therefore thought to blaſt it with this Jeſt. 


Don Qu. Poor Inſects 1 deſpiſe them. 
_ Sanc, Ha, ba, ha, ha, 


Igo a Voyage to Candaya, Good Mr. Head? ha, ha, ha, 
ha; humph, what d'ee ſay nothing to it, to ſhave a parcel 
of rotten Waiting-women ? Admirable Mr. Head, ha, ha, 
ha, ha, I think I have routed your lachantment, 1'faith, 
ha, ha, ha; what thinks your Worſhip of the buſineſs ? 


as che Natural ſaid to the Biſhop, Who is the Fool now * 
Don Nu. Peace, Buffle, all Drolls are below me to take 


6 . Dake. | 


but what fays Mr. wud 
kere all this while to the buſineſs ? Shall WT T Maſter. and 


. Ay, a ay, "Dow Viet s in 115 3 J ** foi is 
nc the Grand Sancho; to honour whom, for this 


. laſt witty Diſcoyery, I Il inſtantly ſend for his Robe, and 
| Prepare his Officers to wait on him to his en, 


| 


J do ſuch Feats, Ages to come ſhall brag on : 
ane. Nay, when Im . Pl govern like a Dragon. 
Exeunt. 


A CT We w. 8 0 E ENE 7 wo fi 


ku Tag, and Mary 2 Pancha, in - 2 a 
| May, SET. Ome, come, Mother, pray be 


pacified and cheer up a little bet- 
er; and ſince my good Vather 
is got to be a Governor, and has 
ſent for us hither to this curious 
| . — Place to be Counteſſes and vine 
' volk, slidikins let's go to't merrily, and not look ſneak- 
1 ing, as if we were going to be hang d for Sheep-ſtealing. 
. [Speaks broad Comntry- like. 
5 Tereſ. Ah, Mary, if I am melancholy, tis upon thy 
account, for 'thou'lt prove but an.aukward Counteſs I'm 
afraid, now the bleſſing; is fallen upon us; haſt left off. 
blowing thy Noſe. between thy Fingers, Marys. and Wi- 
; ping it upon thy Smock: ſleeves, Child F 
Mary. Yes that I have Pray, and dipping my. Knuckles 
in the Platter too. 
Tereſ. And playing at See-ſaw >-ſtroddle croſs a Board 
with the Plow-men 3 and above all, ha Or: ved 
Delight, moljlag of. Cockle-bread . 


"24 ih | | Mary. 
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Part II. f Don de „ 
Mary. Aw, 1 have left em all off 1I'fackins; my Va- 
4 ther ſhall ſee when he comes, that his Daughter Mary 


ſhawn't diſgrace her Gentility ; he ſhall find me ſo 
chang'd in my Diſcourſe, and my way ſo alter'd, that, 


en he ſhall hardly know me again. 


[Takes a Letter out of her Boſoms: 
mel. Ah Bleſling on the good Man's Heart, here's 


bis Letter; and little did I think, that my Sancho could 


ave made his words good that he ſaid to me, when hs 


left me to go a Squiring: Good-lack-a-day, 1 have been 

ſo oyerjoy d ever ſince I had it, and have read it ſo often; 
and kiſs'd it and thumb'd it ſo much, that I have almoſt 
worn the Letter out; it has had two or three Miſchances 
too, for the ſame day I had it, putting it into my Boſom 


as/I was a waſhing, and being taken up with thinking, 


14 dropt i it into the Tub amongſt; the foul Suds; but b 
Warrant ye I ſnatcht it out with haſte enough: but then 


again, to ſee the ill Accidents. that come by being over- 


fond of a thing, at night carrying it to Bed with me, 
and reading i it with Joy by an inch of Candle, which 
1 held in my hand, I fell a-fleep, the Light went out I 
know, not how; aug i in the morning I found the Candle 
in my hand, ſqueea'd as flat as the Letter, and, Gad | 
forgive me, the Letter in the Chamber · pot. | 


Mary. Good-now let's ſee it a little, for I am h 


ugely | 
pleaſed with the Dreſs that the Dutch have found out 1 
us here. ; 


Tereſ. The Dutch have found out? why did ever any 


[ Takes the Letter. 


one ſee ſuch a ſimple Hoyden? tis not the Dutch that 
have found it out for us, Fool, tis a huge great Lady 
that's Wife to one Duck, a huge great Lord, that: ry 


Letter ſays has done it, ye filly Jade. * 
Mary. Duck, Duck, T lord Mother, that you 

ſhould miſtake ſo; why à Dickins, dee think I can't 
read, here's no Duck nor Mallard. neither; [ tell ye tis. 


the Dusch, look here elſe; let's read again. 
Mary reads. ] Therefore now Goody B. E. A. N. Goody 


Bean- belly (Lord bleſs us, my Vather you know us'd to 


joak, and often call ye ſo, Mother) ha, ha, ha, ba, life 
7 Your G. 0. L. tb 8. 40 thank Heaven that you are nous 


- a 


— my Lady the Dareh; a ay here tis now. 


Tereſ. Where, where ist now, ye blind Oatmeal- 


eater, {Tereſa reads. J Hemh, That you are now a Go- 


 wernor's Wife, my Lady the Dutcheſs ; the Dutcheſs ye 
3 ade, chat is, as I ſaid before, the Duek's Wife, 


, 20 make 
date, not 


ſent my D _—_— Mary a rich piece of 8 5 
ler a modifh Dieſe: Tis ſhe has ſent it, C 


the Duteh; who over kaow them mind nay Modes'or 


Dreſſes either, ye ſenſeleſs Mawkin ? 


Mary. Well, well, but then here again a lic firs 
1 is beſt of all, [She takes the Lerter. ] I intend to 


D on rae vg ha, ha, ha, ha, for her B. U. B. 


her Bubbies grow. large, and ferm to make mot ion for a 


_ Husband, ha, ha, ha.—— Well, my Vather's a'parlous 
Man 1'l fay't; O 'my Soul -and Conſcience he knows 
bs as well as if he were in ne. 


. Tereſ. Ay, Lord fave him, the Man had more in 1 


chen ever 2 thought, Mary ; and then let's ſee, here [ 


come in, in the next e. {8he reads. 
. Come to me as beſt thou canſt, and againſt thy coming, I 
will provide thee a Coach, for I go to my Government to- 
 morrow, with intent to make Money, as all other Gover- 


 Rars 2. - Dapple 5 wel, and commends him heartily 


10 thee. ee oe Lore. 


Marys Ah, bleſs ho Soul of kim, would the prett 
Crean were here, hae I might buſs him a little. 
[Tereſa takes the Letter. 


Tereſ. Ah Gimminy, tents” eat the Letter up me- 


thinks === Well, dear Sancho, or dear Governor, here 
1 am come to thee at laſt ; good Lord Mary! I can 


| butithink upon his former words, which, Odfdiggers, 
I could ne'er have believed then tho now I find 'em 


true, ' Tereſa, (aid he, thou wert born to be a Counteſs, 


the what d'ce call ems, Planets I think he call'd em, 


have allotted thee Honours, ſaid he : Thou haſt an Eye 
like a Counteſs, ſays he; a cocking Noſe like a Counteſs, 
"WM he; a Shape like a Counteſs, a jetting Bum like a 


Counteſs, and a every thing like a Counteſs, ſaid 


he: and Good. lack. a Gy, to re how the dear Man 4 


words fall out. 


Mary. . 


Br bold. 


v 
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Mary. Odſlidikins, I am ſo merry, I could leap out of 
my skin methinks ; but come, Mother, now let's ſettle 
our Faces, and eaquire for the Goyernor Sancho's Houſe, 
752% Te It muſt be here about I'm fare, by the Direc. · 
_ tions of the Letter: Oh! here comes a Gentleman, I“ 
4 _ of Highs Nom Mary look to Cas Te: be ſure. 
| Man, Well althey my alk of "AY a his „e 
5 bur in ſo ſmall a time, if ever he wore ſo many ſhapes 
as 1 have done, I much wonder: the blunt Fool Sancho 
by chance made ſhift to fruſtrate our laſt Deſign, but I'll. 
ty if he bas Brains 1 ough to find me out in this Diſ- 
1 be. 1 am now, | by m7 Lord Duke's order, to be 
ecretary, and Civility er, to fool him and his Wife 
in theirnew een : He, I hear, is upon his wa 
| hither, and ſhe too ought to be here to meet him, yr 0 
the Dowdy her Daughter; 1 wonder their Tawny Ladi- 
ſhips ſtay fo long. 
Mary. Sir Ps, if 1 may preſume to be io 


Teriſ. Priches hold yy Tongue. 5 eli her by 9.3 
PI! ſpeak to him my ſelf; Hem, hem, if your bull nel, 
Sir [Makes aut ar Cortfis be not much in haſte, be 
poleas'd to know, Sir, that I am the Governor Saucho's 
Wife, Sir, and therefore defire you would do your ra 
the Honour, Sir, to conduct me to his Houſe, Sir. 
Alan. It muſt be they, their comical Figures ſhew 
| hoy s can be no other. 
| . And look, Friend, I am his Daughter Mall, you 
mul Ele, otherwiſe called Mary the Buxom; and now 
you know us, pray will you tell my Vather that we 
are come, d'ee hear. 197 
A1. In happy time good Ladies, for | have been 
here ready this two hours to attend your motion. 
Mary: D*(lidikins, Fee hear Mother, he calls us Ta. 
| dies already. © „ 
Tiere,. Komphz you will 1. prating ſtill, you will ſhew 
f {elf ; a Hoyden z why look Friend, to deal plainly, 
we 


ing ee n rw 
-we had made our noble. Entrance ſooner, but the 
Waggon broke, and we were forced for three hours, to 


tarry the mending.. vet 
Man. The Waggon, why did your Excellencies then 


condeſcend to make your approaches to your Goyern- 


ment, by the contemptible convenience of a Waggon? 


Tereſ. Why, truly yes, Friend, for want of a AF 


our Excdllencies for once made a hard ſhift. 
Mary. There was. ne'er a Cart to be had in Town, 


you muſt know, but one, that Was ;FAFTFINS yh ” 


make Mortar to mend the Town- Hall. 


2 Pretty. 


her, would ſhe were whipt at a Carta little; a thing 
that runs upon Wheels, Sir; a fine ſtateſy thing that runs 
I fay upon Wheels. . [To Mary aſide. 
Man. Ay, it may run upon. Legs. for any thing thou 


knoweſt of it. LAſide.] Ay, ay, your, Ladyſhip is in 
s indeed: But come 
now, I beſeech you, give me leave to uſher ye to out 
Houſe, I am my ſelf a ſmall Officer under the Governor 
and your Lady ſhi 3 to him ferve as, Secretary,” and 


the right, it does run upon W hee 


to you as Civility- aſter, 3 


Tereſ. Good Mr, Civility. 1 1 ſhall foon know your good 


Qualities, 


"Mary. Oh, ho, bo, 0 Lord! Lean ckeep from laughe 


ing for the life of me. 
"Man. My duty at preſent, is to conduct you. 1 to the 
Chief Matron, to be .new dreſs'd, as fits, a Goyernor's 
Wife——it muſt be done inftantly——therefore = 
follow me, that you may be, ready to receive your Lor. 
who intends to be here at Dinner. 5 
Tereſ. Well, 97 1 * the WAY, ; Friend, pul warrant 
. TI keep touch with ; 
Mary, Lord bleſs oo what s to be done now! ? Iam 


in ſuch a quandary I know not what I ſay nor do, for 


WY bart. or MP eee ad! l ,Exennt with Manuel. 


i * n ; + . 
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Man. A Cart! a Chariot Jure. Van muſt mean Miſs 


Tereſ. A cart, did you eyer hear leck, a 14424 ay, 
ay, Sir, Miſs meant a Chariot as YOu, ſay : Pox take 


"SCENE... 


Enter Duke, and Sancho areſsd fantaſlically asa Gover 


nor, between him and the Dutcheſs; Luſcinda, Carde- 


nio, Rodriguez, and Servants following. 


Duke. Have the chief Citizens, and leading Men of 


the Iſland, notice of their new Governor's Arrival? 


Servant. They have, my. Lord, and this is the Place 


where they deſign'd to meet him. 1 


Date. . Tis well; is there ought elſe, my moſt illuſ- 


trious Don, in which my ſelf, or the Dutcheſs there, 
can honour ye? cls e bs 26 ; 


> 


\ 
is 


Don Qs. Ds death, is that a Look like a Governor? 


hold up thy Head for ſhame his Joy, my Lord, has 


pfteſt ſo much upon his Spirits, his Tongue at preſent is 


not at liberty. 


Card. The Favours theſe illuſtrious Perſons beſtow 
hourly, would make a dumb Man ſpeak to return thanks. 
Tuſc. And yet he ſtands as if he did not mind them. 
Duteh. Any thing in my power, the noble Governor 
is ſure he may command, unleſs it be to give him leave 


do raviſh my Woman Rodriguez. . 
. E a 


than he ſhould come but as near as to whiſper me 
marry choak him, what the firſt day of his wearing 


Socks ? 1 „ TS 18 14 
Don S. Oons is he dumb indeed? [Jogs Sancho. 


84 


Sanc. Hark ye, good Miſtreſs Conſerve - maker, hold 


your ſelf contented: All Rats, lookee, care not for 
mouldy Cheeſe: If your Virginity is to be hanged upon 
the Tree till I ſhake jt. off, the Crows may come and 
pick at it for Sancho... - 


* * . 5 


"SF 


a Governor look decently. .. 


Card. Oh, this is well now z a few wiſe Sayings from 


o 


Sanc. Some of which ſhould profit your 41 Lady 

then methinks, that ſhe is ſo quick at putting her Spoon 

into another man's Porridge; Look, Friend, too much 
„ Fee eee | beans — — | 

pe I 1122 | y 7 22 121 1 | a Tongue, 
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! I had rather ſee his Governorſhip hang'd, | 


Hen diſcovers her Neſt by Cackling, 1 
Laſc. Oh unfortunate Perſon ! now have 1 rouz'd a 
ſleeping Lyon that will tear me bes pd 5 
Dutch. No, no, Madam, the wiſe Governor will con» 
ſider the frailty of our Sex. 
Sanc ho. As to your Grace, I muſt needs ſay 1 am be- 


holden; and if my Government ſtretch to my mind 
but an inch or two, 1 will ſhew my ſelf thankful as well 


as I can but for your Fleerers and eſpecially 


Goody Warming-Pan there, the Governor turns his 
Rum upon 'em, 528 things below his Place and Sagacity. 


Roar, Well, and I turn my Rum Al thee too 


D ſlite ye were but a Stirrup- hold er the t other day. 
were ye? 


Dale Come good words, Rodriguez," there is diſtine- 


: tion between Sancho and you now. 
- Rodr, Ay, the worſe World in the mean time——1 


thought 1 might have deferved an Honour from your | 
| Grace, conſidering all things, as. wel as that Sheep- 


ſhearer. # * [Weeps. 


Card. Ha, ha, ha; Faith my Lord, Mrs. Rodriguez, 
is in the right, and but that the Governor here has got 
the ſtart of us, and that his People are coming to Wait 
upon him, I would put one Shoulder to heave him out 


of his Authority, for the hard Joke he gave my Wife. 
Sanc. I, but in the mean time, don't ſell the Bear's 
Skin before you have caught him: All are not Thieves 


that Dogs bark #3 Tou may turn the BucyJe behind 7e 


now Friend. 


J 


Eater Pedro and — = | 


Phe. Health to the Duke, and next the Governor, | . 
| [ Bowing to the Due and Sancho. 6 
To whom I, "as his Phyſician in ordinary. and the 


Mouth of theſe grave Citizens, thus tender Homage- 


and am proud r inform him we come to wait moon | | 


him to his Government. 


Don Qu. Your Hat, Sancho, your Hat: *Dittearh don't 


you ſee they are all bare-headed Come, come, look 
Have 


166 The Comical Hiſtory A 114.2 


Tongue, too much Tail——l fay no more, but the : 
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grave and 0 me, we'll imitate the Poliſh Elec- 
tion, and give it them in Latin.— Si bonxs,Pg Y 
Sanc. Sit bonus Populus. ¶ Speaks loud and clowniſhly, 
Don Qu. Bonus ero Guberyator, | 
Sanc. Bonus ero Gubernator, ' Tre ſhout, 
Duke, So then, ſince all things move in their righe 
order, here now let us part, and honos nocios Governor. 
1 * The Governor is your Grace Footſtool, my 
Lor 
Dutch. I hope your Excellency will let us hear fome- 2 
| times of your Tranſaftions, _ N 
Ssanc. Madam, there ſhall pot be a Pound of Butter 
weighdd, nor yet a Pudding be enrich'd with Plume, 
JOB: TION) ſhall not have a * 5 5 
a . 
* Card, Well, 3 it 8 be wo, Alken moſt noble 
Governor. [They wake their Conge, and Eaouut all but 


Don Quixote, Pedro, and Baratarians. 


Don As. I yet muſt be a minute with my Friend, III 
follow your Grace inſtantly : You, Sirs, I muſt deſire 
_ Fabſent a little too, I have ſome private buſineſs with 
the Governor, How now, my kind Companion. in my | 
Travels, what means this Tenderneſs? 2 

[Pedro and the reft go aut, Sancho mods ; 

Sant. Nature works, Sir 1 never look upon that 
' ſcurvy Phiz of yours, nor think upon the many Drubs 
and Bruiſes you are to-ſuffer, but my Bowels earn after 
Je, juſt like a Mother for her Firſt-· born oh! ¶ Veeps. 

Don Qs. Brother Sancho, in troth this is too kind; 
come think of governing, Man, and let chat cheer thee; 
in which Station to give thee ſome few Inſtructions, 1 
have picks out this Mingce, therefore mind me. 

| Embraces him. 

Sanc. 1 will vile. Wa beten ye ſpeak flowly that I 
may keep pace with ye, becauſe you know my Under- 
ſtanding was always rather for the Trot than the Gallop. 

Don Nu. 1'll fit it to a hair, hem, to begin then: If 
thou wouldſt make thy ſelf a proper Governor for theſe 
Times, thou oughtſt ** to adorn thy ſelf 5 

theſe 
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theſe three Virtues or Qualifications, which are Morality, 


he be really fo or no) let him be a Few in his Opinion, 


-the reſt 'of my good Parts, is ſomewhat Cloudy at pre- 
ſent: 'tis like a Field of Corn ill manag'd ; there will 
Want a great deal of Weeding before the Crop would 
come to be good fbr Any thing 


knowledge, to be ſure not to forget thy Original, nor 
bluſh to own that thou comeſt of a poor Lineage; for 
when thou art not aſnamed thy ſelf, no body will ſeek 


— — 2 


PR 
4 
— . — a — * 2 2 — — 
A l : — 5 
. 
, 


ki to make thee ſo; but if thou ſhouldſt, like the Frog, 
3 fanſy thy ſelf an Ox, thou art undone ; for many hun- 
17 dreds now live, that know thou wert at firſt but a Hog- 
10 | keeper. 73 Rs 289.1 : Wett 85 N me 1 ood 

1 Sanc. That's true, Sir; but then, twas when I was 


1 but a Boy, for when I grew up to be Manniſh, 1 kept 
= Turkeys and Geeſe, which is counted the better Prefer- 
1 ment by much in Spain, you know. . 


Don Qu, Well, let that paſs: In the ſecond place, a 


5 Governor ought to take care to have àn admirable Con- 
#: ſcience; he muſt have a Conſcience-fo very tender, that 
OO a Fly can't buz upon it without making him ſqueek; it 
1 ought to, ſit ſtrait and cloſe to him, like a Thimble upon 
1 a Lady's Finger, and not as tis cuſtomary, like a Jockey's 
9 Boot that he can ſtretch which way he pleaſes: this 
1 will beſt appear in his impartial Execution of Juſtice; 
1 and to avoid Corruption, or taking of Bribes, which is 
4 ſo tempting, and withal ſo crying a Sin, that there is not 
= > one Governor in forty can forbear damning himſelf about 
1 | it, d what: he can 8 


San. Why then, Lord have mercy upon my Soul 
too; for to deal plainly, I am afraid my Fingers 
e ee e eee eee e 


Conſeience, and Decency, And firſt, of the firſt; TO 
have, or be thought to have Morality, is extremely uſe- 
ful for a Governor, if it were for nothing but to be a 
|  - Skreen, that People might not pry too much into his Re- 
ligion; for if he is once noted for a moral Man (whether 


or of no Religion at. all; *tis not three half-pence matter. 
Sanc. I am glad of that Sir; for my Religion, like 


Don Qu. Another part of Morality, Sancho, is Self- 


- Fly, ũ . wr m = . Ton oo OY 
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well as the reſt) will itch damnably to be handling the 
Money. 1 I Apart. 


Don Qu. As to the manner of getting the Govern - 
ment, that piece of Self-denial is generally ſmothered; 
for if thou haſt the Conſcience to think thou deſerveſt 
it, tis thy own fairly if thou canſt get it in Courſe, I 
could be ſomewhat ſatirical upon thy parts now, but 
that I love thee, Sancho, and therefore will deſiſt ; be} 
ſides, to do thee Juſtice, thou art not the firſt that has 
got a Government he was not beholden to his Deſert 


for. 


# 


Sanc. No, nor ſhan't be the laſt, Sir, for Deſert is 105 
govern'd by Fortune you know, and in a double man- 


ner; for if ſome were to have their true Deſerts, they 


would be Princes and Governors preſently; and if others, 
again, were to have theirs, Oons what an Army of 


Subjects here would be hang'd up in one Summer? 
Don S. Well dear Sancho, for that Saying thou 


deſerveſt not only to,govern an Iſland, but an Empire: 
Therefore to proceed briefly, becauſe I ſee thy People 
wait, I'll come to the third good Quality proper for a 


Governor, which is Decency. 


Sanc. I have an inkling, that that good Quality will 8 
as an becauſe E 


be as proper for me, as any of the reſt— 
ſuppoſe it relates to Cleanlineſs, good Breeding. 


Don Qs. Thou haſt nick'd it, therefore be ſure to 


take care to pare thy Nails, and ſcour thy Teeth clean; 


and when thou ſitteſt upon the Judgment Seat, take 


ſpecial heed thou doſt not belch, nor yawn, for thoſe 


are beaſtly Negle&s, tho too commonly uſed among our 


modern Miniſters of Juſticſce. e 
Sanc. Why look'ee Sir, as to Belching, tho J learnt 
it of a ſtout Dutch Trooper that thought it became him 


very well, yet I ſhall make no great matter to leave it off; 


but as for Yawning, 'tis impoſſible for me, Zooks, I can 


as ſoon leave off my Proverbs, and that you know 
were to unhinge all i'faith: Why look now, your very | 


putting in mind on't has ſet me at it already. = 
. 1 55 Tauns and gapes. 


Don Que 


and let the Fulneſs and Gravity 
the Vacuum and Cavity 


1 


/ 
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Don Qu. Oh, the Devil, what a Yell is there for a 
Magiſtrate! But come, lince I ſee Nature is not to be 


| expelled with a Fork, " obſerve the reſt : Take heed of 
{ating Garlick as thou baſt uſed to do, for that will 


diſcover thy coarſe Extraction, and be nauſeous to all 


about thee; for in that manner 1 once knew a Country 
Recorder that uſed to give poor Criminals double 
Deaths, firſt by his abominable Breath, and afterwards 
| by his Sentence. 


Sanc. That will be a playoy Chapter too, for to 
my thinking, a Clove 0 Gal 2 gives one's Dinner a 
curious bautgouſt. aking. his head. 
Don S. Be ſure We to walk and ſtately, 


of thy Look atone for 
of thy Head: and laftly, above 
all, be ſure to manage that Beard of thine wiſely ; ſcrub 
* Sanc bo, comb it ; mundify thy Whiskers, I ſay, that 
when thou waggeſt it on ths great Occaſion, thou 
mayſt ſcatter no Vermin upon thoſe that occaſionally 
come to thes for Tultice : a fo 1 Fortune guide 
1 thee. Ts | ; 


Ebe- walls ant Baraartans, 5 


| Save. Well, Sir, I can but z you have given 

me a plaguy deal of gopd Counſel, 15 I have but the 
Grace to follow it; but come, many Ventures make a 
full Fraight; 1'll do what can, but ef; 


about Garlick and Be let me alone: 2 ſo, Sir, 


wiſhing you to be an Emperor N of a Whilt- 


ling ume, rs take our e, 


To fea, and give our Iſlanders 4 A | 
. ee Who now muſt be a Lady. 


Pedro, and the reſt. Long live the Governor of Ba- 
| rataria, Huzza. 
FEAR Sancho and demmcides one way, on Don 
Quixote ano:her, weeping. = 


SCENE 


pecially for that 


Par 
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SCENE II. 


Enter „Teen, and Mary, new dreſs 2, with n 


Mary. Lord is this me ? Odſlidikins, they have made 5 
me ſo., fine, that would I were ** if 1 know whe⸗- 
ther tis me or no. : 
Tereſ.. Well, and what's to be done next, good Mr. 
Ctuilizy * What you have ſhown us already is curiouſly. 
fine: I'fakins. _ 
Man. Leave off that coarſe, that clowniſh word I'fas © 
kins; and if you would. ſwear like a Lady o'th' Mode, 
you muſt ſay, by my Soul, my Lord, by my Honour, 
Madam, by the. Univerſe, Cavalier; unleſs you are at 
Cards among your ſelves, and then you may inlarge a 
little, as thus, Soons I have had horrid. ill luck to night, 
I have loſt 50 Quadruples, Damme. | 
E Well, that's very pretty, by the Univerſe, Ca- 
yalier. | 
Mary. It has ſuch a pure ſound wht | it, when one 
{wears a little; and methinks the words, Mother, come 
off ſo roundly, that would I may neyer make water 
AO ifI'h "not rather. | 
Tereſ. O Lord, O. Lord! There the Quean had it 
out t braad.3 why ye clowniſh Jade, have :! 
Aan. Hold, hold, good Madam, let me manage her; 
qu muſt conſider he is is not yet wean d from her Goun- 
try Dialect. Oh fy Miſs, you have ſaid ſuch a paw. 
thing, that I warrant ne'er a one of the Town Ladies 
would: have ſaid: for a Thouſand. Pounds: Oh, you muſt 
not offer to ſay ſuch a paw thing as ihat, nor do ſuch. a 
paw. thing as that for the n tho ” are in never r fo. 
great an/extremity. | | | © 
Mary. No, I'cod, that's very hard a. 
Tereſ. Let me come to her, Sir; *Dſlife- this made nd | 
ing will ſpoil all our Preferment. | 
Man, Oh, Patience, Patience, W ſhe mult- 
come to't by degrees: Young Lady, I blame you not 
for N but for the manner of it; therefore from 
5 PLE: henceforth, 


l ** — 2 = * 
: : 2 3 od * 
1 4 : Fe 2 I 2 
—— é—— —h—— — ʒꝛ ,. — oo SA AS; * nail V ad — ; 
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| henceforth, when you would expreſs your ſelf on that 
occaſion, if you are viſiting or elſewhere, you muſt ſay, 
Dear Couſin, or Madam, I have an extreme deſire to 
make a natural Evacuation. 
Mary. A natural Evacuation | : 0 Lord, that's pretty l 
ſear, wah 
Man. Oh ; Modeſty i is the moſt darling Jewel amongſt 
all well- pred Ladies, tho it often occaſions them diſtreſs 
enough too. I remember once at a certain noble Lord's 
Trial, a certain ruddy plump young Lady, dyed a green 
Manteau and Petticoat into a perfect Blue, thro? her rigid 


| Modeſty, and the violent Effect of natural Evacuation, 


But come now, practiſe your Gate again a little 
Walk, walk, bold uf your heads- So, ſnap 
Ne Very Took Wag your Hips a lit. 
tle Werbe dle Aarofe and Mr leaye 
but off the Country Hobble now, and 4 110. any Court - 
Lady of 'em all to out- do ye. II hey jig about. 


5 e. Well, I ſwear, methinks AT chang quite to 


another thing already. 
Man. Oh, Here's the Governor 
ſick. b Thou Trumpets within, 


1 * 


Enter Sancho frutiing, wg Pedro ad Baratarians. 


Mary. Ob, that ever I was born! Is that my Vather 
nooner © # (Staring and clapping her hands. 


Tereſ. Ah, Bleſſing on the precious Eyes on thee, my 
dear Voke-mate, my Sancho; and art thou then a Go⸗- 


vernor indeed, mine own Ooſle- cock? 
[sche runs to RI him. 


Ab. Oh; bands off, good Madain', ſuch greeting is 


not decent in great Ladies. 
075592 057 515 57 29) e hip Faw Saricho's Neck, 

Tereſ. Cadllidlkits 1 could ſmother bim i in that fine 
Coat methinks, © © e\ 

Mary. I muſt ſpeak to {Et he wks ke" one of the 
great fat Men they call Judges, that uſed to ride thro' 
our Town Oh brave Vather ! Oh brave Vather ! 
Ir you Vather * *? Oh: Law” Oh Law! 

[umps and laughs. 

14s L214 | | SANG 


LT hear the Mu- 


— — . RGA Ss 
4. — AA. C63 4 — ———— $67: =. 4 PIE — e — 
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| 
Sanc. Ha, ba, ha, ha; the poor Fools are almoſt | 
craz'd throꝰ mere Joy; tis well, Spouſe of mine, tis well; 11-3 
but not too much of Fondneſs now, good Crooked Rib. | | 
U 
[3 
1 


And Daughter of mine, take care of | Rompings | 
Remember who 1 am. 


Feri. Ah, dear Grayel-face, dear Ferret-eyes::: 


. # 4x 1 [Learing at him, . 
Aan. 77 ies you i es 3 
Mary. I am my Lord. the Governor Sancho Ra. : [| | 

cha's moſt humble Servant, upon my Honour; and. 1 

wou'd I may ne'er. make water if Manuel fops her. 1 
Sanc. Well ſaid, Mary. Iau ars ee my good [1-6 

Girl, hold thee. there, Moll. A | | | 
Tereſ. And 1 am his Lotdſhip's 8 every 8 his: hoe. Fu, | 

Loaf and Butter, Suet- pudding, his Pancake, by che G 5 

niverſe. * 

Man. Pretty 2 75 


* 1 
4 $77 3%) Js : BE» 1 Del ; 1 | 


that, Madam, indifferent. _. 


4 


| Sanc. Tis very well, good, Mouſe-trap, 'tis ard 
well; and you fee, I, have been as. good as my word: 4 —— ol 
told ye what my '$quireſhip would come to, rreſa; but 
ou would not believe, you would be pbllingce ; A Wo- _ 

man, ,A Woman, HOSE 


Tee,. 1 was under 5 litile doubt, m. "Lord, by. my — 
I Sou), I muſt confeſs. * [Speaks ves 1 
, f teh: Very, well, that laſt, Madam, extremely well. . 
: 4 would have laid a Groat I ſhould have had no 
| | * 1 Kere Smocks of Jour giving 18 Vander oor 4 
not this LEA 1 
Man. Aw, not a word more of hat; 1 0 {is well 4 does 
„ not hear e. 
s Sanc. Here's Dapple too; come along with me, Chuck; | 
the poor Aſs, on my Conſcience, is as glad of his Pre- 2 
. J ferment as thou art; I'd have brought him in here, but | . 
« chat we ſhould haye wanted an Elbow-Chair for him 5 1 
ſit down in. „ — 


de | Man. There's an Alcove within, with a. State and 
„ | Velvet-Cuſhions, my Lord, | 

1 Sanc. No, no, tis no matter now, tho the Creature 
I good Company enough: Faith, he's trapp'd ſo richly, 
* you: wonder if Jeu; ſaw him; he- s all oyer e „ 
le © | e { 


ceive at preſent to be fomeywhat 1 
be pleaſed therefore to ſir, and fee t e Sports thar are 
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like a High-SheelfF of a County open a Emtehaining 
da 
Na Plesſe pour Encellenee to. ft dar felt alittle; | 
Climate bears no Af 


for I'm of opinion that this ſulrry 
finity with the Choler of your Complexion, eſpecially 


when irritated by Motion: Extuſe me, my Lord, tis 


my duty to be careful of your Conſtiuxion, which I per- 
id and ſudorous; 


ided to entertain ye. 


unc. Ay; with all my heart; el hear 4 


prithee let me have as few of your cramp Words as 


can, for they'll work more upon my Conſtitution + 


any Doſe e Pills you can give me. Come Family of — 
Pancha's, ſet down by me, and let's ſee theſe Sports 


he talks 87 and afterward let's go to Dinner; for I fee! 

à kind of rning Stomach, that methinks gruwbles 

to be ſatis od I could eat heartily. 
| 1 Good my Lord, think not 100 much of Eat 


tis very unwholeſom. 


Vue How! Eating eee Y 'Prichee honeft Gut: | 


ſcowrer, perſuade me to that if thou cans: 1 * ha, 
that's a very good Jeſt, Faith.” 


| Sancho, Terefa'and Mary ſir don; ah TY be 


and an Entertainment follows of Singi ng and Dancing : 


Which entled, a Tubli is brought in furniſhed; Pedro 


and Manuel wait; then is 4 Dance of Pinſters. 
* $ON 0. ſang by a Clown and his Wife. 


He. Ince Times" vo: |, bad, pA muſt tell thet Sweet- 


heart, 
Tn thinking #0 leave of my Plow and my cart 4 
Audi to the fair City. a Journey will go, 

* bettty my Fortune, as other Folk do- 
Since ſome have ſrom a 8 
Aud coarſe Leather-breeches, ö 

Been rais'd to he Rulers, and allow 215 22 

Price _ een away from thy Wheel”; 

For 


OO wh bt wn 


t- 


For 


She, The High way to be hang d. 1 0 
He. Nice i however, yields Profit * Life; 
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For if Gypſies don't lye, * 
I. ſhall be à Governor too, ere I die. 
She, Ab, Collin ! by all thy late doings 1 find, 
with Sorrow and Trouble, the Pride of thy Mind; 
Our Sheep now at random, diſorderly run,” 
And now Sunday's Jacket goes ev 7 222 on: 
Ab what doſt thou mean 2 | 
Het To make my Shoos clean, © — 
Ad foot it to Court, io the King the the Queen, 
Where ſhewing my Parts, I Preferment Hall win. 
She. Ey, is better for us to theo and to ſpin; © 


For as to the Court, when thou happen "to try, . 
Thou lt find nothing got there, unleſs thou canſt buy; 


For Money the Devil, the Devil and all's to be found, 
But no good Parts minded without the good. Pound. 
ne. | Why then Pll take Arms,. 
* And follow Alarms, 


- © = 8 Honour that now- a-days Magill e 7 : 
She, And ſo loſe a Limb by à Shot or a Blow, e 


And curſe thy ſelf 5 for ls the P 
He. Suppoſe I turn Gameſter z 
She. ny So cheat and be bang d: 


He. What think ſt ef the Road "RY * 


7h help ſome fine Lord to another” $ 2 * 
She. Thar s dangerous too 3 5 
. Amongſt the Ton- Cre, Bag 
For . of em will do the ſame thing by: yours, 
And then Ito cuckold je may be drawn in, 
Faith, Collin, tis better I fit here and ſpin. 


He. Will nothing prefer me? What think'ſt of the Law ? 


She. ON! ! While you live, Collin, keep out of that Paw. 
He. Ill cant, and I'll pray: - 


She. "Ah! There 's nought got that way; _ a 
7 bere s 0 one minds nov what poſe Hagk Cattle 


5 The all our ES Care 
Be our Farming, Affair, 


He. To make our Core . and our Anden ber 


— 


V. ” 
k — my a owes on tered — 
: x On 
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Two W | 
Ambition Trade, . nq. Contentment ben ſhow ; 


$4) _a 


She, —_— 1 to my, Diff, CC fy e 
c e 
Leet all our Whole . Ty 


Be our Farming Affair, 


To. make. our. Corn stow, and or Apple-rees 
1 | 
Ambition's a Trade, no Contemment can hon, 
80 I' to my Diſtaff, 
And Ito my Plow. 


Pedro. How does your Excellence like the Entertain- 
ment? Do our Muſick and Sports pleaſe, ye? * 
| [Enter a Carver, 
"bes ves yes, L like your Sports well. enough. 
But here's a Sport that J think at preſent ſu aſſes em. 
—— Gad there's a rare Turkey, and I've a furious In- 
clination to be familiar with him. How: now! 
[Carver goes to cut the Turkey, and Pedro Arites the Diſh 
with a Wand, at which the Waiters. ſnatch it away. 
| Pedro, By no means, Sir, 'tis hot, undigeſtable, and 
corroding; the ad of that ſort. of Fowl, is highly per- 
nicious to a Conſtitution that abounds with Choler: 
Lou muſt excuſe me, Sir, I am ſtipended in this Iſland, 
to take care of its Governors, and. ſtudy, day and night 
to prelcridy ; a Diet proper for em. [Tereſa tales a 
 __Comfit, and Manuel ſnatebes it from her. 
Aan. You muſt not eat yet, Madam, tis ill Manners, 
the Carver has not help'd your Lord. = 
Tereſ. By the i that's true: Well, Sir, pray 
_ excuſe me, I ſhall remember better another time. 
Mary. O Lord, how my Chops water at one of them: 
fat Birds there! 


Man. Young Lady, keep your Elbows off the Table: 
Oh fy, *tis highly indecent. 


Sanc. Vel then, pricþes: honeſt Fellow hand hither 
| | | one 


| * 
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one of thoſe Partridges 3 thoſe, Dodd, are harmleſs £2 
Meat I'm ſure; 
Pedro. Oh horrible ! This plaguy Cook has ſent em 
in blood · raw the Raſcal has peppet'd the Sauce too, as 
if they were to feed a Jew ——away with em quickly : 
*Sdeath this Rogue ought to be hang'd, he'll poiſon ih | 
Governor in two days time. [Diſh Jnatch'd away. 
Sanc. Poiſon him! No, Gadzeoks, he's more in 
danger of Starving for ought 1 ſee. 
come, prithee what muſt I eat Manuel this white ig 
then Quickly, quickly, Man, and teaching tho Homes 
don't ſquare my Stomach by thy to behave Wan 
own; give me a good hearty Collop I 
of ſomething that's warm and 00d, and don't judge me» | 
by thy ſelf; thou look#ſt as if Gab hadſt fed IP Smoke , | 
all thy Life- time. 
Pedro. Ob, that's very ell Sir: Jeſting is whole- 
| ſom, and 1 am glad to find your Excellence ſo-dif] poſed; 
is more nouriſhing for ye than any Meat that I ſee 
here: Reach me that Diſh there, Friend. 
Tereſ. Is it always the Cuſtom, Friend, for the Gover- : 
nors to have thy hungry Preamble: before Dinner: | 
Man. Ever, Madam; the Doctor very often makes à 
Speech upon Temperance an hour or two dasz tis the 
Cuſtom. | 
Mary. The' Devil take the Cuſtoms then, 1 ay. for 
I'm damnably ſharp-ſet. 
Pedro. Look ye, your Excellence may regale upon 
theſe with ſafety, till better Proviſion be ordered. [Gives 
bim a Diſh of Wafers.) And, Madam, theſe are light 
too, and of good digeſtion for Governors Ladies: But 
for any thing elſe here—— 
[ Little! Diſhes of whipp'd Cream are brought i in. 
Sand. Theſe! Oons why a hundred of em won't fil! 
A2 Man's mouth: Why, ye plaguy n an Jou, d'ye 
think I can dine upon Paper? | 
Mary. Or I upon Froth? _ 
Sant. 'Sbud give me a Glaſs of Wine YE I mall ? 


choak with Rage elſe; What a Plague is the meaning 
of this? 


H 3 e. 


- 
-H 
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Pedro. Tis Death for him; therefore I charge ye all 
forbear upon your Lives, till I have corrected ir: Let 
me ſee the Glaſs, [Takes the Glaſs and prepares it. 
. Sane, Why ye damn'd Son of a Gliſter-pipe, muſt not 
=O} RT SL WT 05 ae 
Pedro. Not till I have allay'd the acid Quality of the 
Wine, my Lord, and made it agree with your Stomach; - 
if you ſhould be ſick, alas, tis as much as my, Place, 
nay, as my Life is worth; therefore it behoves me to 
be exceeding careful: You are inclining to a HeQick, 
my Lord, hot and dry, and too ſtrong Liquors will in- 
Aullibly deſtroy the Humidum Radicale,—— There now, 
I think I may venture it. FFV 
-- - Sane, Oh, confounded Potion- maker, this is mere 
Vater, the very Liquor of Frogs, Gadzooks— Hark 
pe, what 1s your Name, Friend? JAE or 
Pedro. Sir, I'm ſtyl'd Doctor Pedro Rezio de Agnero, 
1 am a Native of Tirte Afuria, which lies between Ca- 
ragnel and Almodona del Campo, and took my Degree 
uin the Univertity/of Ofns.::!; 5 
Sanc. Why then Doctor Pedro Rexio Ag nero of Tirte 
A furia, and Graduated in Oſuna, take that [Throws the 
Glaſs at him.] and get you out of my ſight, or I'll throw 
my Chair at your head: Why, Common-wealth's Hang - 
man, let me eat, or take your Government again with 
2 Pox t'ye, for an Office that won't afford a Man his 
Victuals is not worth two Pilchers. [Exit Pedro. 
an. Oh my Lord, Paſſion is very unbecomimg a 
Man of your Place; pray have Patience, it is the good 
9 Man's over much Zeal to ſerve you. 5 
1 Sanc. Here's another too, a mannerly Coxcomb, that 
preaches Patience to me, when I am ready to be ſtarv'd 
 —— Gad I'll rid my Iſland of ſuch Vermin as you quick- 
1 Iy——you ſhall know that a Governor muſt eat in de- 
| fiance of ye all, Rogues: Come, Spouſe, fall on; I'll 
have this [They ſnatch and eat ravenouſly. 
,, EK | _- 
Mary. And I this: But firſt, Friend, I've great oc- 
caſion for a little natural Eyacuation, ' [4ſide to Manuel. 


— 


Enter 


. — 
Y 
— 


% 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Man. *Dſheart not at Dinner-time, Madam! That g 


were ſuch a plaguy Indecency. 


+.» ; y 


Meſſenger, My Lord the Governor, your Excellence is 


ſtaid for in Council, where are to be debated ſome mat- 
ters of great moment; you myſt come away immedi- 


_ ately. 


San. How now, Jack Sauce! Muſt come away! 


Soft and fair goes far; after Dinner is time enough. 
Man. By no means, my Lord; ſtay not a minute, I 


beſeech ye; the Council will take it fo heinouſly to neg- 


le& 'em at your firſt coming, that I fear, on ſuch an 
occaſion, they'll riſe and mutiny: Therefore tis ex- 


tremely proper your Excellency ſhould go inſtantly, 


your Supper ſhall- be mended, and atone for this to your 
ſatisfaction anon. . TOP 


Sanc. Why this tis to be a Great Man now: When 1 
was poor Sancho, the Devil of any Mutineers had I oc- 
caſion to be afraid of; but now Cares and Dangers 
croud on apace. Come, Tereſa, we'll take our amends 


anon; and, d'ye hear, let my Supper make me ſatiſ- 


faction without Doctor Pedro Rezio's direction; for if 1 
find him here again flirting my Diſhes, or ſquirting 


Advice, Gadsbud 1 will begin with a Cudgel upon 


him, and ſo on, till I leave ne er a Phyſician in the 
Iſlance. [ Exeunt Sancho, Tereſa, and Mary. 
Nan. Ha, ha, ha; Go thy ways, Governor; this will 


be rare Sport to ſend my Lord the Duke an account of, 
which I will do inſtantly, and tell him how methodi- 
Great Sancho, learn'd in nought but Carts and 
Rules without Power, and judges without knowing. 
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SO 
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5 40 T v. s ENA 1 25 
: The Fudgment-Hall. 
rue Page, Manuel, and Pedro. e 
EAS8U RE ye, Gentlemen, my Lord . 


2 : 8 and Lady were extremely pleaſed 
with the laſt Account you ſent them 


of your new Governor's Actions: 
| e had the Story every t at 
. Supper, and with ſo much laugh- 
ing, F an old, Philoſopher, plagu d with the Spleen and 
Gout, could hardly — forbore. I am no diſpateb d 
bither upon a dae ſign to further the Jet I have 
brought the Grand 2 Gatten fee ee 
Man. Ha, ha, ha: So, doit know the Contents o, 
: Prighes.t 0 
| - _— Oh, each Bartieuler.. my Lord: Duke read it to 
in publick; tis a terrible Scrowl, and pretends to 
| * ſame Enemies that have laid a Plot to attack 
the Iſland; twill try the Governot's Courage, for here's 
horrible frightful News in't. Here, Doctor, you muſt 
5 give it him, I muſt back to my Lord again immedi- 
ately. 
Pedro. Ha, ha, ha; this will, no doubt; have the de- 
| ſigned Effect, eſpecially ſurprizing him, now in this 
juncture; for we have kept him theſe three days ſo hun- 
and ſo little in heart, that he'll be frighted with the 
eaſt ſhadow of danger. 
Alan. This is the beſt place to give it bim too, for 
he's juſt now coming hither to hear Cauſes— But, 
Page, prithee how thriyes the Jelt a at home? How 78 
. the 
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the uncurably maim'd Don rixote behave himſelf, af- 
tex the Loſs of his Right hand, Sancho, hab? 


Page. Why, Faith, ſo lamely, and the Jeſt grows fo 


tale now, that my Lord Date begins to be weary; and 


dmherefote to get rid of him wtfly, and ſend him home 
to his Houſe, he deſigus a new Contrivance for me to 


act: What it is as yet I know not, but I ſuppofe, by 
that time the Squire: Governor ttots from his Iſland here, 


the Rnight-Errane will be moving t the fame pace homes 


"Wards. | 
Pedro. It muſt be very fuddenly then, for the upſhor 


of our Government is drawing on apace, the Mob will 
ſoon be prepar'd for the Jeſt. And fee, here comes 


the Pageant— Dfſiſe and the Petitioners too 


Now if any one can laugh at clunify .] Juſtice, ' they may 


have a rare occaſion: 1 muſt Nr. be'ſeen' yet. 


„  [ExirPedro and Page. 


| Tele Lache, . and Watch, and Cryer. wich 


Taylor, Gardiner," Canter, Small Man and a Wear: 1 


Sancho ſits domun in the Chair. 


e Oh, yes! Let all manner of perſon or Peiſons 
that come mot chither for Juſtice, keep Silence; and let 
thoſe that would have their Grievances redreſſed, expreſs 


them ene "Ove" the Governor is Prepared to hear 
4 them. 64 


:Sanc. He is prepared as far au Ranger will let Ui 'Y 


"wh tho I have obferved my ſelf to have much a clearer 
Judgment upon a full Stomach than an empty one, yet 
ſinee they ſay, Spare Diet and Faſting whets a Man's 


Underſtanding, Fll:try for once how wiſe twill make 


me. Dome, Friend, What's your We now. 
1 Taylor, Why, aud pleaſe pour Honour, Nawe is 
Snip, 1 am a Womans Taylor, and a Man thrat the ra- 
riſn knows to be a Man, that is not a Man, who, as a 
Man may ſay, will willingly let a Man: tho it may chance 
a Man ma * deceived with fair Loo cle; vet, 4 your 
Honour acl who are a Man, 


H 4 \ "EV Sanc. 
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Sanc, Who am a Man that is like to know very little 
ll - of your buſineſs at this rate, Friend: Come, come, your 
i / — Complaint, Mr. Snip, your Complaint, ' 
Yi! Taylor. Why your Honour muſt know then, that my 
_ Complaint is againſt my Neighbour Radiſh there, the 
Gardener, who has feloniouſly, not having the fear of 
Heaven before his Eyes, taken from me, and defrauded 
me of a tame Cock-Pheaſant, which I brought up by 
hand, and upon which I ſet an extraordinary value; yet 
this ravenous Cannibal laid violent hands upon the poor 
Bird, carried it home to his Wife, roaſted it; and had 
I I not come juſt in the Nick and hindred them, they had 
devoured it 1 4 e 
Sanc. Umph, and what ſay you to this, Radiſu, hah? 
Taylor. He, he can ſay nothing, my Lord; for lookee, 
to prove what 1 ſay is true, I have brought the Phea- 
fant here along with me, poor Fool, juſt as I ſnatch'd it 
out of the Diſh from them. [Puts the Pheaſant on the 
Table.) And now ſince no proof is plainer than ſight, I 
deſire your Honour to do me Juſtice, and make him give 
%% D/ ena or 
Sanc. By my Faith, and nothing but reaſon, Mr Snip: 
What, what an Enormance is here? What can you ſay 
to this, Radiſh, hah? Is it your Conſcience" to come 
into a Neighbour's Houſe, and ſteal away his Goods and 
 Chattels? For his Pheaſant in this place is a Chattel, 
Taylor. Nay, I had not valued it ſo much, my Lord; 
but, to ſay the truth, the Creature was my Wife's, and 
ä the, pork Woman was always ſtroking and playing 
Sanc. Gad 'tis a delicate tender young Bit, LSancho 
touches it and licks his Fingers.] are not you a Rogue for 
this now Radiſh, to purloin and filch in this manner? It 
has an excellent taſte, Faith: Muſt paltry Diggers and 
1 Delvers eat like Gentry? Oons, with a little good Sauce 
=_ > to it, this were a Diſh for a Governor. - / 
_ pf yore 4 +0. (hems of 4 Log and -enth ie. 
Gard. But, pray will your Honour hear me a little 
now? One Man's Tale is good till another's 1 
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This nitty Jerkin here, this Thimble, this Bodkin, this 
cuckoldly Woman's Taylor, Snip, here — 
Taylor. Why how now ye Dunghill-raker, ye old 
ruſty Pruning-knife, ye Maggot in a Peſcod, ye Aber. 
| E what, ye won't deny it, will ye? | 
+" Sance Oons, is not here a plain proof? What, ye 
won't wy a mn proof, will ye, Raſcal ?- 2 
©» [Speaks with his Moath * | 
Gard. by, but pray do but heat me, my Lord, for 
yet y ou don't know the Trick on't; for you muſt know, 
8 snip and I uſed commonly to go to one another's 
Houſes, and jeſtingly ſnatch away ſeveral fort of things 
to eat and drink, I from him, and he from me, *twas 
common among us; and particularly Yother day, I had 
a curious Flask of Florence ſent me for a Preſent, by a 
Friend that I uſed to accommodate with Fruit, of which, 
aſt neighbourly Courteſy, I gave ys and his Wife a 
taſte, 
Sanc. well, what then ? Go on, go on; let him 90 
on, Snip, let him go on; Gad I never eat a better 
i thing in my Life. [Speaks with his mouth full.) (Aſide. 


Gard. Now, what do theſe cheating Companions do, 


being reſolved to have the reſt of my Wine, but come 
bother day to my Houſe, and whilſt his Wife, who 
pretended friendly to cut my Hair, put my face in het 
Lap, this ſneaking -Louſe-ſnapper, Snip here, ran away 
with the Flask; for which, knowing no other way to 
be even with bim, I yeſterday made 7 Attack upon 
his Wife's Pheaſant, | © 

Taylor, Why ye inoculated Raſcal, dare you ſoy. was 
Florence, bahn! 
Gard. Ves, chat 1 dare, Cucumber; and to prove it 
to your face, that I mean what 1 ſay, I have here a- 
nother Flask of it, which way juſt now ſent me by the 
ſame Perſon [Sancho takes the Flask. 

Sanc. Nay, lookee, Snip,/ wh heed of Lying; I don't 
ſir here to ſee Juſtice abuſed; and if this be really Flo- 
rence, look to it, Snip. [ Drinks. 
Taylor. Beſides, if it were, 1 ik L han't been be- 
hind ARA with ye, you have been free t to eyery thing 
N 5 ; in 


5 7 The Comical Hiſtory - 


in my Houſe time out of mind; it had a Tart four 
taſte I'm ſure. and whatever you ſay, 1 can't think * Was 
Florence, not IJ. | 
San. What can't you think, Pimp-whigkin: ? What | 
can't you think? *Tis Florence, I ſay 'tis Florence; and 
. Fare: Vb. ase ſure 1 can't: be miſtaken. 


© [Drinks again. 

Aten. The Governor has ab; M himſelf amends for 

his Faſting as it happens: But hat will the W TY 

be after all, IJ wonder? 

Sanc. wi ay, Florence, tis 3 1 knew 1 wm 
right: are theſe things fitting for Gardeners and 
aylors ? Fat Pheaſants and rich Wines, Food for ſuch 

Vermin? lam inraged at it, I burſt with Choler. 

- How will Fon Peale. to puniſh chem. * 

Sanc. Puniſh: them ! | ons, ; 1 Saw not how 1 ſhall 5 

| Puniſh them: But ſince they have made a practice to 

ſteal from one another, 'tis plain each of them keeps 

a Houſe to incourage Thievery, and 'tis likely, in 

ſhort time, may practiſe upon others as well as them- 

ſelves: Therefore I condemn them to pay ten Duck- 
ets a-Piece to the Poor, and from henceforth to be 
upon their good behaviour Not a 9 more 

r with them.. ry 
r [They ſhake their beads, and are re thruſt 0 out | 

= Auen Being 2 there. 

| Conſtable brings a Man eee 

| Sane. Well, Mr. Conſtable, who have-yau got here? 
Conſi. Why, and it pleaſe your Honour, a ſtrange | 
bypocritical kind of Raſcal, that formerly we knew to 
be a common Cheat and Thief, but of late he has taken 
up a Trade of Canting and Devotion, which we all be- 
lieve only to be a Blind, that he may may manage his 
old Profeſſion the better; for laſt night we took him up 

Tl pun Suſpicion of ſtealing a Velvet Cloak. 

Sanc. To cover his Knavery withal: Very well Mr. 

Conſtable: Well, and you. lay you-to Ae . Mer- . 


e 


4 4 A 
+, N \ 7 
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Canter, 


Part n. (Amun Quixote. 


Canter. Why verily, I _ not deny to an Superior. 
ty, but that in my priſtine days of Vanity and Touth, I 


was a great Sinner, before the Spirit of Grace had en- 
med into me ; nay with Shame Ido confeſs it to thee, | 


| oh Governor. 


- Sane. Take him away then and bang u, where's no 


more to be ſail, - 
nter. Aw, bor 1 will des what 1 am now; let: 
me plead, I beſeech thee. | 
Sant. .Qans, what after Ooufelſibn ? bull, ent it 
5 Confeſs and be hang'd all the World over? Whrat an 
impudent Fellow art thou! Gadzooks Ill not ſpoil ſuch 
2 curious Proverb to dave ne'er a Canting Raf ral f in all 
" Canter. Ab, Merey, y, Mey; Ab, Wo ime,” 80 


* 1 


e 


7 been at a;great while, 


12 [They 170 him dur. 
. This i is e Confeſſion, f — you have 


* 
0 
| 1 * * % 
4 — * - 
<< » 
« - . «4 


Sanc. Come, come, We anion; Tor W more, 1 find my 


judgment much clearer now than an Wel, Wo- 


man, what fa you 5 fey. 
_ Woman." Ah, I have many fad things! to ſay upon 
Honeſty, my Lord: I'm an undone Perſon, I am Na 


raviſh'd:as one may ſay. ¶Meeping. 


Sanc. Alas poor tender young thing, thou look'ſt as 


if thou hadſt been 1 put to it indeed: But where, 


where is this mi agog that has done it? He 
muſt be of the Race of che Giants ſure. 


Woman. No, my Lord; tis not ſo much for his 
Largeneſs, as for his Strength and Ability: This is the 


1 an:unwalh'd'R 


 Sanc. The Devil he is * What a Plague, did fs at 
tack thee upon'Stiks ? 


Small M. My Lord, your Honour mall know, that 
were - 16 not ſuch another Impudence as that Woman in 


all Spam: I met her upon the Road ibis morning, and 


L hv hg ed the” wel Nute 85 latter, but I 
11 by found 


Lans - | | | 5 


* 


ry Lam violated, or, ee it in Pats terms, I am 


vile Man Prints to n ve ry lirele Folloav. I my Lord, 
this is he chat, a oy ay, has abuſes wy. Body like 
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found a ſmall Ambition in me, of boarding ſuch a huge 
tall Pinnace; and ſo we agreed for half a Bucket about 
the matter; and upon the finiſhing of the buſineſs, I 
pull'd out my Purſe, in which I had about twenty more, 
and paid her honeſtly, th SHUNT LE 114 


Governor underſtands Juſtice better. 


— X 2 2 . —— * * 
2 0. — . 
w 
: 


| : a 


Sanc, Nay, thou feem'ſt to be an admirable finiſner 
of ſuch a Buſineſs: Well, go on, Friend 


Small M. Now you muſt know, my Lord, this plaguy 


Quean, ſeeing my Purſe better ſtuff'd than ſhe thought, 
.preſs'd me to give her more; which I refuſing, as ſoon 


as I came to Town, ſhe ſwore a Rape againſt me, which 


no occaſions my appearance before your Honour. 
Moman. Oh vile Creature, oh thou ſlanderous Monſter, 
the Guilt of whoſe. lying Soul equals thy prodigious 


ſtrength of Body: Canſt thou think to be believed againſt 


* 


my Tears and Proteſtation? No, no, Wretch, the noble 


Sanc. Alas, good Woman, don't affliet thy ſelf ſo: 


Look'ee Friend Finiſher, there muſt be more in this than 
ordinary Haye you that Purſe about xe? 


Small M. Yes, my Lord, here it is. 


_ Sane, Give it me, Friend, and we'll lake an end of 


this Buſineſs preſently: Come hither, Noman; You ſay 


this prodigious. ſtrong Fellow here, forced you againſt 
your Will, and you ſtruggled and defended your ſelf all 
Jon could; Md 7, lll. 8 


Moman. Yes upon my Honeſty, my Lord. Jon 1 
Sanc. Very good: Then to let thee ſee how much I 
value honeſt Women, whoſe Weakneſſes are often un- 


willingly overcome by ſuch monſtrous Fellows, there, 


there's that Purſe for thee; and to make thy ſelf amends 


for the Wrong he has done thee, get thee' gone with it. 


„ who pa 4s ene Parſe; 
small M. Oh, good my Lord, if you take that I am 
utterly undone, tis all I am wortn. 


% 


Woman, Ah, Bleſſing on your honour's ſweet Face, 
y'are a heavenly Judge upon my Honeſty, and Iſhall 


pray for ye the longeſt day I have to live: Ab, 


Gad fave ye, ye are an upright Magiſtrate in tro. 
small M. Oh Lord, I'm ruinid, Im loſt, tis all I 


1 5 have got this two Years by hard Labour, and I han't a 


Penny 
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Penny more tba inthe Word to help my ſelf. Oh, that 
eyer'I was born, [ Howls out. 
| Sanc. Sirrah, you prodigious, you Finiſher, leaye your 
Bawling, and gather up your Legs, and run after her 
as hard as you can, and force away the Purſe from her, 
and bring it hither to me. | 
+ Small M. Oh, Vil do what 1 can, but I fear will be 
a hard mater, for the Jade's as ſtrong as a Horſe. 
[Exit after her, 
| Sanc;"Þ begin to perceive that this Iſland of mine is 
very full of — pod which will require a plaguy deal 
of trouble to weed out: a Fool always ſees more in 
his own Houſe, than a wiſe Man in another's; if they 
will be Rogues, let them look to it. How now, ſee 
c how Joop agree about the Buſineſs without there. 
Noi ſe of ſpriating, and ſeuſting within, 


„ 


Exit Conſtable, and re-enters again. With the Man. and 5 
the Woman fighting, he tattered and beaten. 


Sanc. How now Woman, what's the matter now ? 
Woman, Why this impudent Fellow, my Lord, con- 
trary to. your Honour's Judgment, has ollowed” me, 
: £ would have taken the Purſe away from me again * 
 TOrCe, 
Sanc. And bas he got it? 2 1 5 | 
Moman. No 1 ye, he get it, bail. u. tear 
his Eyes out firſt. 
Sans. Give it me Aber Jt me FA if there's s none 
miſſing : [She gives it.) There Fellow, take your Purſe 
again: And d'ee hear Conſtable, bid the DINE give that 
Honey there two hundred Laſhes. 
Woman. Ah r en me, What means your Ho- 
nour EIS 
Sanc. If you bad defended your Honeſty as welt as 
8 you did the Purſe, ye Whore, you need not have feared 
Raviſhing : Away with her ; and d'ee here you Finiſher, 
if I catch you finiſhing in ſuch another Affair, I ſhall put 


an end to you with a Halter; and fo. with a Quibble Bo 


thrown at your Head, get you out of my ſight too, Sir- 
oy. LExeunt Man and Woman With Officers. 
| Cryer. 


— 


. Tue i Kihory 1 21 
e Manuel,” and Reopſe, '//A Belen, & Solen ! Tut“ 
X75 +1106 ele 
Sane, Come, is there A e ye, hoh? Gad my 


hand is in rarely for buſinefs, en the Lanta, of 
the Flack, and the Pheaſant, _ + Sox tow 


4 


Enter Pedro haſtily, 6 10 80 


_ Room, room here, here 40 Lark the. Co- 
vernor? 

Man. There he is, Doctor, What's the matter? 

- Pedro, Arm, Arm, Sir, you are not Kale this mien, : 

| here's News now. come, that ſeveral thouſand of Buc- 
cancers, Pirates and Banditti, have entered Jour Iſland: 

Here's a Letter ſent too from the Duke, to give yon 

Information, you muſt prepare for your · defenès imme · 

diately; there tis, pray read, ity, and let us hear the Con- 
tents of our Condition. 

Sand. Humph, Tarte Aufurit, rt bon. nere again? 
then there can be no good towards me Pm fure, the 
ſpiteſul Rogue bids me read it too; and he knows I. 
can as well do that as fly. Here, you Secretary, let's 
hear what this mattęr is; cpme * from es 

mouth I can judge the better ont. 


Nanuel reads the Letter. Sine kana Jam 5 Lk 
to #nferſtand; that certain Enemies .of mine, and of the 
Iſland, mean ſuddenly to give it a furious Aſault: I know 
likewiſe, that ſe vorul Sies are entrad theres with adefirn 
zo kill gau, for they fand much in awe df your great bi» 
lities; ral care huur ſelf and Charge, and 1 will be 
_ to os 167 What Succour I can. ; 
. ee Cling e 30G Your Friend he h . 
„Jen 
24 Pedro. Oh unfortunate Slate of this' unhappy. Aland, 
that becauſe of its Wealth and Fertility is perpeiuallp 
plagued with Enemies, who bear a mortal Spite to all 
thoſe that rule; thoſe damn'd Banditti and Buccaneers 
have teen wg flea'd N or _ br our enen » 


my 
Sate. The Devil lchey haves 


* " 0 N = 
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Man. 


Part II. f Don Quixote. ugg 
Man. The Noiſe comes nearer, they are cettainly en- 
tered, my Lord; therefore come away quickly and arm, 
and be our General, to lead us againſt che Enemm. 
_ Sand. Dſlite, I know no more what belongs to a 
General, than à General does to Cow- keeping: You 
knew my Abilities well enough, if you had not liked 
them, you ſhould have told me ſo, and have taken your 
rr our ar if Lam to be flea'd about it, I 
have made a fine Bargain. indeed. e. 
Man. 'Dllife, they ll come upon us before we have 
taken up our Arms; but it never ſhall be faid, that I 
ſtood tamely and ſaw ſa famous an Ifland loft; III go 
and defend the Gates as Jong as I can againſt them. 
Hedro. And Il go, and prepare a certain Poiſan, and 
ſquirt it into their Exes with a Syringe, thro" the loop- 


bole of ſame private Avenue. I Exit. 


Sanc. Squirt at em, ſaid he; ay, if that would drive 
the Enemy away, Lam as well prepared fot it as'any - 
body: but theſe Buck -Banditti Rogues, I warrant, 

carry Guns with leaden Pellets, that will make no more 
of a Governor's Noddle, than if twere made of Paſt- 
board — Hark, they are coming ſtill This your 
Ambition bas brought you to, Don Sancho, you muſt be 
2 Governor with a murrain t'ye, ye Plow-jobbing Raſcal 
vou. [LNoiſe af Drums, Fighting and Shouts. 
Enter Tereſa and Mary in their old Clothes. 
Tiereſ. Oh that ever I was born! Oh, undone, un- 
done, loſt, ruin d?! FCC 
Mary. Oh Vather, the ſaddeſt, day that ever was 
| known; my Mother and I have been plunder'd and 
ſttipp'd yonder, the Men with the black Whiskers and 
Buff-Coats yonder have rouzeled and frouzled us ſo, 
dat they have left-ne'er an inch of us unhandled—— 
Oh Lord, and one of em ſnatch'd ſo furiouſly at me, 
to get off my vine Petticoat, that Udſlidikins 1 thought 


once he had got away all. 


Sans. * 


we i 
. #4 i 


® 
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Sanc. Here one may ſee now, the true Emblem of 
fallen Authority; here's the INE and her wages ang 
| metamorphord already. 
Tiereſ. Countefs.! Ah ame on't, I 3 what my 
Countesſhip would come to; if we had not ſaved our 
old Clothes by chance, we had gone 11 to 1 Win 
as naked as ever we were born. | 

 Manuel—within, Make this Breach | wood, keep that 

Gate there, raiſe thoſe Ladders, fire the Pitch and Roſin, 
and get ſome Kettles of Scalding Oil ready = 
Pedro within. Bring out the Governor, we know him ; 
by his Robe; deliver him up, we'll make a Truce, for 


here are a landred of us haye ſworn to roaſt him, and 8 


eat him for Supper! S 
Sanc. Oh, Gadzooks, for ſupper! [Sancho dt 
Tiereſ. D'ye hear that, thou wretched Man? Come 
away quickly ; down the back way here, there's a cloſe 
Walk to the Garden-door may yet ſecure us. 
_ - Mary. Come away Vather, come away; Oh Lord, 
when ſhall I be married now, I wonder? 
| Sanc. Nay, if like an Ermine I am ſo known by my 
Skin, e'en take it among ye, Faith, [Strips from his Robe. 
If you would have the Musk-Cat's Fee too, I ſhould 
hardly ftand out, if I thought you hunted me for that: 
but there's no diſputing the caſe now, you muſt fly, 
Governor; and if vou faye your Bones by the loſs of 
your Jacket, 4 
- Thank Fortune that dia ſafe thro Danger carry 
Earl ned from his. Land id A. N 
Eri Sancho. 


reg Manuel and pedro. 6 


bene Ha, ha, ba, hay ow? are gone, the whole 

Neſt are flow. ; 

e, Here's che Robe of Anthorky left, che poor 
| Snake has caſt his Skin chro' fear. 
Manuel. Come, now let's make haſte to che "ag I 


© know he longs to hear of the Comical Exit of the Go- 
5 Vernor. a 


Pedro. 


"Melancholy of 


— 


) 
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Pedro. Let's give the People a Hogſhead of good Li- 
quor to make merry with, for playing their Parts ſo 
well, and then take Horſe and away. . 5 

Manuel. Oh, I warrant ye they ſhall want no Tipple, 
I have given order alread x. [ Exeunt. 


t de n 

ur Cardenio and Ambtoſio. 

Card. Not fee this famous Combat? prithee, in what 

old rotten Tree or Tod of Ivy haſt thou been lurking ? 

Dſdeath thou bir thy ſelf over to Moroſeneſs and 

f late A Pox, when once a Man of 

Letters comes to be moped, he grows a Coxcomb, and 

not fit for a Friend's Converſation. eee 
Amb. Prithee, I gave no heed to thy flying Report; 


1 heard, indeed, that a new-come Errant, that call'd 


himſelf the Knight of the Screech- Owl, had challeng'd 
Don Quixote to combat him about the Beauty of their 
Miſtreſſes: but 1 thought it only a romantick Jeſt, and 
could not imagine it would have gone farther. 


1 " = , 4 


Card. If the Duke had not cauſed one of their Laun- 
ces to be blunted unknown to him, it had gone farther I 
afſure yon; but as the Tilt was now, our famous Doz 
here was only yanquiſh'd, by being overthrown from 
his Horſe, and by that was oblig'd to perform wy 
eee the Knight of the Screech-Ow! ſnould impoſe 
upon him. CL IE Eo Od Hu 
Ambr. And who is this new doughty Knight, prithee? 
Card. Nay, that as yet is a Secret; but his Com- 
mands are, That Don Quixote ſhould retire to his Houſe, 
and bear no Arms for the ſpace of one whole Year—— 
This, according to the Conditions of the Combat, be 
is punctually to perform; and the Duke and all are juſt - 
coming hither to entertain the new Knight, and ſee the 
%%% oat V/ 
Aunbr. Why this will certainly murder Don Quixote 
with grief, he']l ne'er be able to have patience 


How now, Winter- pippin, what news bring you _ 


What © 


18% We Genet Eb 


What smock ſtratagem or Curtain intrigue a are you la 
chouring with now, ha!? 


1 55 1 92 | 117 | Enter ledige, | 

Py T Rod. . y'are a cruel e on: to "uſe 
1 a poor young Thing as you haye done her without there : 
' jt She's come after ye: again, Pfaith, and as mad as a 
ll - March-hare : A ſhame on her ſhallow Pate, it ſhould be 
long enough before I'd We eiae Brain for ere a 
f | NL of ye. 3 1 12 2 fette 72 ; 28 #1 \f, 5 Nr. ow 

A! 4510118 $65 Eva- Mareell, mad.” © nenen 
FI e By all that's 17 1 And nem 1 
[af remember me, I heard indeed ſhe was run mad for 
ive Love: What a barbarous Fellow art thou.to deſtroy a 
| whole Family at. once! , 

Vo. Well acl, there's an end.of * en; prithee let 
1 * 

| (Carl, Not yer; by Heayen thou ſhile hear her ſpeak. 
. Marcel. Twill be to night; the God, of 5 
| 'promis#d me bell bring im to me in bis Mother's 


- Chariot, drawn by white Doves, and with: her. Breath 
perfum d: There lies my Deareſt, crown d with fragrant 
Roſes, vigorous and young, and e as a Deity. 
Hah! Chat do I ſee! The dear Man turn d to a Dragon 
See! ſee! his Mouth and Naſtrils breathing Flames 


that linge my Veins, and ſcorch mnt Hears in ner, 
A SONG, at the | Duke's , Entertainment, by St. 


2 VIE, "3 ei * 
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—— 
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; 
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i "George and the Genius of. . Sung * Mr. 
1 en and Mes, Cib ber. 
| ; 7 Mr. Freeman. 875 


Me 


knie unge, thy Pleaſant bo of Bj, 
„ Ariſe aul ſpread e ſacred wing; It, 10 

Guard from Foes the Britiſh State, fo baits 

| Thou on whoſe Smile dots'wait” N11 vo 1 * 5A KY 

T5“ uncertain happy Fate 979. 39 l 2 978 [3 

„ Of Monarthies and Kings. en a 

p D Fs, 


—_ 
f 


Part II. f Don Quixote. 


Mrs. Cibber. 


Then follow brave Boys to the Wafs, - 
The Lawrel you know is the Prize; 
Who brings home the nobleſt Scars, © 
Looks fineſt in Celia's Eyes. 
Then ſhake off the ſtothſul Eaſe, 
Tet Glory inſpire your Hearts; 8 
Remember a Soldier in Mar and in Peace, 
It is the nobleſt f all other Arts. 
Rodr. Alas poor crack'd-brain'd Creature! 
ee oe Lo ar RLr IOOSER 
Card. Sdeath, haſt thou no Human Nature? Does it 
not trouble thee to ſee her tu 2ꝛ:ꝛ 
Anmnbr. To ſee her thus! why now ſhe's. in her King- | 
dom; her darling Miſchiefs now have gather'd head, and 
riot in her Brain: Oh, take this from me, Friend; when 
once a Woman's mad, ſhe's in PetfeFion. — 
Marcel, What, is he going? nay then farewel dif- 
 Tembling-———all Female Arts and Tricks be gone, 
avaunt, and let the Paſſion of my Heart lie open: Turn, 
turn thou deareſt Pleaſure of my Soul, and I will bathe 
thee with my Eyes fond Tears; lay thee upon my 
Breaſt ;panting With Love, and ſpeak the ſofteſt words 
into thy Ears that ere Were ſpoke by a kind yielding 
Maid; kiſs thee With eager Joy, and preſs thee cloſe, 
cloſe to my Heart till I am loſt in tranſport, and am 
_ far tha ſhow timers Nai. Oe 
Amr. 'Dſheart the Duke's coming too; prithee take 
her away, dear Rodriguez——1'll get thee a Husband 
for't one time or other. Marcella „inge. 


As ON &, Sung by Marcella. 
Burn, I burn, my Brain conſumes #& Aſbes; 
Each Eye-ball too, like lightning flaſhes; + 
Within my Breaſt there glows a ſolid Fire, 
Which in a thouſand Ages can't expire. 


3 | * N . ® Blow, 
| 4 | 
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Blow, blow, the Wind's great Ruler, 
Bring the Po and Ganges h:ther, 
'Tis ſultry, ſultry Weather 
Pour 'em all on my Soul, F 
I will hiſs like a Coal, 12 5 
But never be the cooler. 1150 


| 'T was a hot as Bell, | 
That firſt made me Si 3: 56g 1 

: From Love's awful Throne 4 curſt Angel 17 fall: - 
| And mourn now the Fate, 

= Which my ſelf did create, 

Fool, Fool, 57 conſider d not when I was well. 
Adieu, adieu, tranſporting Joys, — 8 m_ | 
O ye vain fantaſtick Tos  _- 
That areſs d the Face and Body to allure; 3 

Bring, bring me Daggers, Poiſon Fire, 

14... Por ſcorn is turn'd into Deſire; | 1. 

41 Hell feels not the Rage which h poor 5 endure. co 


: bs +> Ay, hang ye; ye all promiſe: for one another, 
but you never care to come to't your ſelves - Well, 
not for that, but to get ſome Remedy for the poor 
Creature; I'll do't for once: Come Bird. Exit. 
Marc. Bird, right; thou art the Bird of Night: Come, 
TI go with thee; by thy broad Face and toothleſs Gums 
| I know thee, and that hook'd Noſe that ſhades the 
Stumps remaining, thou art Grimalkin— W hoo, whoo, 
whoo— Come along . Sings. 
; [Exeunt Marcella and Rodriguez. 
Card. Well, if thou art not frangely puniſh'd for 
this, 1 ſhall wonder. 
Ambr. Piſh, IO no o Banting———Sce the Duke 
ng Company, Ng 


Enter 


ter 
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Enter Dale, Dutcheſs, Luſcinda, Don Gude 4 | 


of his Sword, and withont a Helmet; Page, arm'd 
lite a Kn 120, having a tawny' Mack on with large 
. black Whiskers, and a Buckler, wherein is painted a 

large Owl ; Squire with a Launce and Slipper. ws 


Don Su. Vangu iſh 4, b my Horſe fell! Oh | 
rigorous Laws of c Chivalry ! muſt my hard- got Renown, 


 purchas'd with Danger, be poorly loſt thro? ee Wi” 


Weakneſs? My Courage ſtill ſtands faſt, tho he is 
fallen: I beg the Combat once more, I'Il fight him i in 


my Shirt, with a Dutch Knife ſer ſharp as any Razor. 


Duke. Oh, it muſt not be, Friend; the Laws of 
Knighthood are, you know, inviolable : Beſides for 
you, the Quinteſſence of Errants, thus raſhly to recant 


your own Agreement, will be a flaw! in your Renown 


for ever: Therefore take heed, not word more of | 


fighting „ 1 8 "438 N. 


ok What, does fie 8 does 125 high. flown 


Vanity think he's diſgrac'd by Sg? O'ercome by me?: 


Hah, noble Don, is't ſo? 
Duke. No, no: Valiant Sir, the Enight is bighly 
ſatisfied in being vanquiſn d by ſo brave a Warrior | 
Look up quickly and ſeem pleas'd, for this damn'd 
Knight of the Screech-Owl, now his hand is in, will 
worry us all elſe Dſhcart what a terrible voice he 


has. 


Don Qa. The Devil worry bim and hits Voice too, | 
tis a very Screech-Owl's to me indeed.. LAſide. 
Dutch, Courage is not diſgrac' d, tho tis unfortunate ; ; 


and tho Don Quixote is batter'd and 0 e he's 8 


valorous as ever. 
Luſc. And when bii Year of eilen is paſt „er, 
Again may cudgel, and be cudgell'd more. 
Gard, One may ſee by his Looks, that his Pate is 


plaguily haraſs'd about this buſineſs, C Aſide. 
Ambr. Oh, the whimſical Worms are all 1 1 at 


Don As £ 
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Don Su. Dam - d wn, thou inconſtant treacherous 
5 haſt thou then ſery'd me thus? | 
Mum, Mum, * the Knight of the Screech- 
_ Owl obferves ye. 
Page. Sir, 1 perceive you do not grace my conqueſt 
with that clear Brow, that Aſpe& of Contentment my 
Valour has deſerv'd, but ſeem ba lowre and grumble-at 
your Fortune, as if you thought my Chains diſgraces 
to ye—Hab, ſpeak thou een are u fe o pre- 
ſumptuous ? AD 3 11 
Date Oh, by no means, sir, the Knight _ always 
a perſon of few: words; and as to the Moodineſs of his 
Phiz, "tis natural toſbim 3.1 dare ay, for the Knigbt of 
the ee face, 'tis 1 his: power to "_ his 
wy FL elt 1401.75 £5055; 414%. ; 
ſe. Beſides; here being occaſion for Minh, 
1 is becoming ic 
Page. Could I but think my eaſi 3 given bim, 
extorted Frowas, he ſoon d. xnoõ. my Power. 
Blood of the Heroes, did not I. in Arragon O ercome 
the proud Don Guzman de Alvaro, who being my Slave 
by juſt right of Conqueſt, I made his Neck my Footſtool 
to mount my Horſe by; nay, over the; parch'd Plains 
forc'd him to carry a Sack of Barley for his Proyender? 
Nor was that all, for when at Night we reſted} to ſnew 
my Power, and puniſh his Ambition, 1 made him waſh 
my Shirts, and mend my Stockings. 
Don Su. This is the 197 Der Oons 1 tremble 
* inch of me. LAſide. 
Page. And if 1 thou bt this Shrub, ahis Muſhroom- 
Errant durſt mutter  Diſcontents, or look as if Toboſian 
Dulcinea excell'd my bright Caſtara de Vandalia, 1 I'd ſet 
him inſtantly to ſtiteh my eee greaſe. em with | 
the Oil of his'own Labour. 
Card. Say ſomething quickly to-hiaves mollify him; 
ſtitching of Boots is but a ſcurvy Imployment. 
Don Qu. Lord Sir, what need you be ſo cholerick ? 
1 ſaid nothing of Dulcinea that 1 know —Oons he 
. ſo cow'd me with his plaguy Voice, and his con- 
| ec 


Fd 
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founded e that I can't gt out a band word for 
the heart of me. 
Ambr. Ha, ha, ha, his Henteuquen- Gunks. 'the 
bluſtering of the Screech-Owl has balllied/ him clearly. 
| Duke, Come noble Warrior, be. pleaſed to {it down 
a little; and to ſhew how much we prize all Knights of 
your. braye Order, III beg ye to let my Mit as yu 
their duty i in a Muſical Entertainment. K 
Page. Your Grace is 2 and i flap my gra · 4 
Oe ago ho 1s 564 thus arp: Sword 10 you 
and yours for ever; the rſt. right Caſtaria de Van- 
dale Come I l fit doun; vou, danch by and 
wait. {To Don Quixote. 
Dutch, Oh, not fo.. L beſeech. ye Sg, for 557 . 


let him ſit wich us. wn 8 py 
Page. Your Graee er 35 — 
15 They ſeat n — 


| Don Qu. Ah Plague on W eee in 
an Ague 5 e | 


bh 


A Dance dere vf he Seven Champions then A Song Ty N 
| St. Dennis. FI: | 


2 E foolih OTE 1 20 
Dat former Conqueſt brag on; 
Male ſirang a Diſcourſe 2883 bode) 181 
O St. George and his „ ae Has cofiui 
And de Aurd ring of de Dragon... | 


Bus ſhould de French Invade” m, it jt 
And boldly croſs de Water, © | 
Hou de Williamite here ee 
Voud trembla for fear n 
Of de Jack grand Roy, mon Maire. bs 0 719560, 420 


: Tow bea of, your. Fifth Henry, ... Þ' do 4d. 5179172237 
Dat once in France aid forages. od 
But to anſwer dat ſame,  _ n 
Do hut read Noſtre dame 
 Garzoon will cl [Jour Conragee 9, 


i444. 


Our 


\ 


the peerleſs Caſtara de Vandalia 


* 


| - 5 
” 7 be Cntical Hiftry Us 


Our Gold il! take yonr- C, ABR gs . . oo 15 
e ne er can get one, nt © RH © 

' - Veel on Salsbury-Plain xl * LY 
Bring on Millions of len, 59998 21 10 1 
5 cab yh is Great Britain? 2 | 


3x Þ 
44 


mige As much, preg?” Lord,” as can be poff ble for * 


5 that carry Arms to like ſoft Faſtimes I ani 6bli 4 
for this; and that I may, when your oecnſions o 
be grateful to my power, be pleaſed eee 


Alonzo de Bubone of Caſtile; your Grace's Campion, 


_ You ſoon may find me out, 25 Lord, by Fans Be- 
des, I'm of a Family numerous and antient, the Owls 
at Court are my Relations all City and Countr 

throng with the Bubones, and mongſt the Prieſthood, 


and the daggled Law, * l ol Sereech-Owls; 


8 bonour of whom 


» + 


R 4 * 
o * ' 
+ SN... 


LA 
1 ample Form 1 on ; my Buckley e, i (Hr 
And wear it for the Glory of my Rate. | 


- Dutch, We are his Greatneſs's, the Knight of the 


; Muck h-Owl's moſt humble Creatures. 


Duke. And now, brave Sir, I hope all. Knimoſities 


| berwixt you and your noble Brother here are forgot: 
Come, I muſt have the honour to reconcile all matters; 
he has reſoly'd to obey your Command, in retiring 
home, and bearing no Arms for a Year; and you, 


according to the Conditions of the Common, in honour 
can demand no more, 
Page. 1 am not limited, my Lord; and 1 muſt tel 


your Grace, there is another ſmall Injunction, which in 


Obedience to the Laws of Chiyalry, I muſt impoſe, 
and he muſt execute: Tis this, my Lord, that ſince 

ka as offene me with 
Conqueſt, and he adores the conquer d Dulcinea, he 


therefore be oblig'd to Wear that Precious Relick my 
Squire has there, which is that fair one's Slipper, during 
his Truce from Arms, and Year of Penance - 


Duke. Oh that he ſhall do moſt Ceremonially, 


[Duke puts the Shipper on Don Quixote, 
Card. 


(OO 
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Card. Twill look like ſome new kind of Order, and = 
give him good occaſion from thenceforth, to call him- 1 
ſelt the Knight of the Order of the Slipper: That once 
perform'd, he's fre. 1 
Don Qu, Well, 1 ſee now that wiſe Man was in the 
right, that ſaid, Valour was a Virtue between two vici- 
ous Extremes, Cowardice and Temerity: I'm in the 
Snare, and 1 muſt get out on't as well as I can; make 
Laws and keep Laws, as Sancho uſed to ſay when his 
Mouth run over with Proverbs : And therefore ſince *tis 
my fortune, I will travel home with my new Order here 
as patiently as I can: And ſo farewel C ye all; nay, let 
nd one touch me, nor ſpeak a word more, for my 
Heart's too full to bear = Complimenting; and as 
low as my Stomach is brought, I could eat that roaring 
Knight up methinks, if it were not for his Whiskers. 
Zut ſince 'tis as tis, let Fate bear the blame on't, 


This long Tear fludy to wipe off my fan; 
The next, in glittering Arms, ſhine out again. [Exit, 


- i e + © # — — 


Duke. Ha, ha, ha, ha; farewel poor Knight-Errantry, 
you wo know I have been weary. of the mad Fool of 
ate, and ſo contriy'd this Trick to ſend him home to his 
Houſe to be cur d And now Senior Don Alonzo de 
Bubone, be pleas'd to veil your Whiskers, | , 
Card. The Page, as I live, the Rogue alter'd his 
Voice fo, I did not know him. 
Dutch. Ha, ha, ha; nothing could be acted better in- 
deed : Well Sir, my Lord Duke ſhan't forget your dili- 
gence. 8 5 {I 
Page. One of the Servants told me in a whiſper juſt 
now, my Lord, that your Grace may now have an ac- 
count of Sancho's flight from Barataria, for the Steward 
and the Doctor are juſt come from thence. * 
Duke, Oh come then, let's in, that Story will be very 
_ grateful at Dinner: Couſin, I have a ſmall Affair with 
you too, but this is no time to chide: Beſides, I hope 
you will ſatisfy me in ſome paſſages I heard lately of 
IN . you, 
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| you, which ſeem to blaſt your Virtue and Reputation: 
I muſt have a Minute to confer with you about. it. 

Ambr. With all my heart, my Lord, . 
Luc, I have heard of your Humour, Sir; and I hope 
my Lord Duke will puniſh thee, for refuſing poor Mar- 
cella, thou inyeterate Woman-hater, 

Dutch. Come, my Lord, methinks I long to hear how 
the Counteſs Tereſa, and her Daughter Mary the Buxome, 
| behave themſelves in their change of Fortune. 
Card. Very comically, no doubt, Madam, and muſt 
certainly divert, when your Grace comes to hear their 
_ ſeveral Hiſtories. - JF 
Due. Which, to reliſh our Meat and Wine the better, 
I intend ſhall entertain us preſently: Amongſt the reſt 
of Diverſions, there are two that are always recreative, 
which are a Fool in Perſon, and a Fool in, Character; 
the Fool in Perſon, we have juſt now had a Scene of; 
and as to the Fool in Character, %% ͤ;¶ũ - 


> 


The Governor not being now before e,, 
Ton muſt content your ſelves with Sancho's Story. 


4 


ze End of the Second Part. 
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Ĩ0o the Right Honourable 
Charles Montague, Fi | 
One of the Lords Commiſſioners : 
ef the Treaſury, Chancellor of 


tbe Exchequer, | and one of His 85 
De : moſt Honourable Pri- 


wy Council. 
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HHO 1 know your Character is 7 
Sk adorned with ſo much Good- 
0 RI neſs and Humility, that it could 
ñiſpenſe with, and excuſe even 
Se Sgee (ich a Preſumption as a Dedi- 
cation of the following Piece, yet I muſt 
with Modeſty decline fuch Pretenſions, and 
own, That tho its innate Defects are not ſo 
obnoxious as are ſuppoſed, yet its publick 
Misfortune has ſo Wed its Reputation, 
—— „ as 
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JI᷑0 the Right Honourable 


One of the Lords Commiſſioners 
of the Treaſury, Chancellor of 
the Exchequer, and one of His 
Daa s moſt Honourable Pri- 


5 wy Council. 8 


e 
HO l ͤ know your Character is 
N adorned with ſo much Good- 
i veſs and Humility, that it could 

8 05 diſpenſe with, and excuſe even 
ed ſuch a Preſumption as a Dedi- 
cation of the following Piece, yet I muſt. 
with Modeſty decline fuch Pretenſions, and 
own, That tho its innate DefeRs are not ſo 

_ obnoxious as are ſuppoſed, yet its publick 

Misfortune has ſo 1 its Reputation, 
—— 5 OO as 
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198 The Epiſile Dedicatory. _ 
as has made it uncapable of deſerving ſuch an 
"Hour: R 
My whole Extent of Ambition then is, 
having this Opportunity of the Preſs, (in- 
ſtead of it) moſt humbly to dedicate my 
ſelf, a Preſumption perhaps little inferior 
to the other; nor can I. forbear to bring you 
what all the reſt of my Tribe do to indul- 
gent Patrons, viz. an Inconvenience —— 
wWhilſt Poetical Impertinence _ attends the 
good Offices you do, and Generous Con- 
deſcenſion and Good Nature creates you 
But, Sir, be pleaſed to remember how- 
ever, That you are the Cauſe of this In- 
convenience —— Had you been leſs affa- 
ble and obliging, I had been more timo- 
rous and modeſt. Had your Eye ſhot the 
haughty Auſterity upon me of a — 25 Cour- 
tier, great in Dignity and Office, mine 
had quickly been dazzled, and had ſeen no 
farther; nor had your valued Minutes ever 
been diſturb'd with dilatory Trifles of this 
Nature: But my Heart, amongſt the reſt 
of the World, on dull Conſideration of 
your Merit, had ſupinely -wiſt'd you Proſ- 
perity at a diſtance, which now, warm'd 
by your Influence, and embolden'd by your 
Smiles, can be contented with nothing 
leſs than laying it ſelf at your Feet, and 
pretending to the particular Honour of your 
Pf 26d am ot 1 
5 | . Con- 
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> «, . 
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Condeſcenſion to grant Admittance, and 
generous Will to do good Offices, are rare 
Virtues in Great Men at Court; and he is 
fortunate whoſe Dependence there anſwers 
his Expectation. But when a Poet's happy 


Stars guide him to one who not only is 


glad to meet occaſion to befriend him, 


but that eagerly ſeeks it out; who tho 


continually fatigu'd with great Employ- 
ments in the State, and hourly buſied in 


the noble Service of his King and Coun- 
try, yet will generouſly ſpare a few Mi- 


nutes from publick Affairs to do an hum- 
ble Suitor a good Turn; one who never 


entertain d ſuch a one without a welcome 
Smile, if he could effect his Deſire, or a 
good- natur d courteous and .modeſt Diſ- 
miſſion, if he could not; one who tho a 
Courtier, never forgot his Promiſe, but 
perpetually gives the World occaſion to own 


his Word as ſacred as his other Virtues: 


*Tis to a Mecanas like this my Heart de- 


votes it ſelf; 'tis him it will admire; nor 


1s it poſſible for me to ſuppreſs its Ambi- 
tion: F 


Now, Sir, fince every diſcerning Judg- 


ment muſt allow this to be your Character, 


be pleaſed to pardon me, who write it as 


a plain Truth, not as Praiſe, but your 


undoubted Due: for I dare no more pre- 
tend to praiſe you, than preſume to equal 
vour Wit or other W Lan My Deſign 

— is 
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is only gratefully to acknowledge and pub- 
| liſh to the World how much I am obliged 
do your Virtues, without leſſening their 
| | Value by my unneceſſary Applauſes. 
1 Amongſt all the good Qualities that ſeem 
Wi praiſe-worthy in human Nature, the moſt 
proper and moſt reaſonable is Gratitude ; 
and amongſt all Perſons, on whom for 
1 Benefits received there is a Duty incum- 


bent, I, Sir, am moſt obliged to own my 
Acknowledgments to Lou: for never had 
any one leſs Opportunity to deſerve your 
Kindneſs, nor ever had any one more gene- 
rous or hearty Proofs of it. And ſince *tis 
decreed that my humble Fate will permit 
me to expreſs my Gratitude no other way 
than by Expreſſion, Thanks, and verbal 
Acknowledgment, That, Sir, whilſt I live 
be pleaſed to believe you ſhall hourly re- 
ceive, large and unbounded as your gene- 
i d Eo ES -. 
Amongſt all your numerous Favours, be 
pleaſed, Sir, to let me own the firſt, (which 
ſhall eternally grow to my Heart and Me- 
mary) which was your ſending for me to 
introduce me- to The late Adored Queen of 
ever-glorious Memory. Of all whoſe gracious 
Smiles on me, enrich'd with Royal Bounty, 
you and your goed Lady, my ever honoured 
| Patroneſs, were the happy Cauſes. When 
Majeſty, like the Sun, ſhone with a Hea- 
venly Influence, you took care to plant me 
| Sp as 0 


_ 


De Epiſtle Dedicatory, 1201 
| in the View, and gave me the Oppor- 
munity of receiving the Grace that fol- 

jo wd; dor did you ſtop there, but afrer- 
Wards made me known; and honoured me 

with your good Word to moſt of the prin- 
cipal Nobility, the true Patrons of Po- 
ets and their Art, by whom I have not 

ſince been forgot, and whoſe Favour is a 

certain Fortune to any Son Pu Muſes. 

And this moſt generous and uncommon 

Grace, Sir, when I ceaſe to remember, or 

fail in point of Duty, you may certainly” 
take it for granted, I am ceaſed to be 

at all. „ de® ET 

And now, Sir, that my Ambition may 

know its bounds, and ſoar no farther, let 

me beſeech you to accept of this Dedica- 
tion of my ſelf and Duty; and likewiſe 
be pleaſed to receive this Trifle of a Play, 
tack'd to it to divert you a Minute, when 

ſuch a Space from Buſineſs will permit: 
For I am not ignorant, no more than the 

reſt of Mankind, of the troubleſome Dili- 
gence your Zeal for the King and your 

Country exacts from you, the Care of your 

great Charge and Offices, or of the Envy. 

your Virtue raiſes in ill Men; yet I am 
confirm'd it cannot poſſiby turn to your 

Prejudice, but that as you was an Honour 
to the laſt Ra you will {till be 


_ acknowiedaed: ſo-ts'this, and raiſe your - 
8 „ „ . 
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8 2 Had not troubled the Reader with 
0 . Te a Preface, did I not find it ex- 
french reaſonable to vindicate my 


DA 
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ſelf a little, as well as the enſuing 
SR Sheets, againſt the unnatural Mi 12 
3 8 ill Fadgment, and Malice of ſome part 
_ of the Auditory when this Play came upon the 
Stage : And as I will not defend the Faults 
which with Juſtice and unbiaſſed Opinion it is 
taxed with, fo on the other fide I will not be 
run down without defence, when perhaps I can 
prove the cauſe of its Miſcarriage not to be thro” 
its own Defect, (as "tis generally believ'd) but 
eg d by the Il-nature of an inveterate Fac- 


tion. 
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_ and ſome unlucky Accidents happening i in its 
Repreſentation. Iu the firſt place therefore I muſt 
inform the Reader, that this Third Part be- 
ore it came upon the Stage was acknowledg'd 
4 and believ'd by all that ſau it, and were con- 
tern d (as well thoſe that bead it read, as 
thoſe that were Alto, who certainly, every 
one muft own, are in them Affairs chilful enough 
to know the Value of. things of this nature) 
to be much the. beſt of all the Three Parts; 
of which Opinion I miſt alſo confeſs my ſelf 
zo be, and do not doubt, that when it is impar- 
 tialy read and judg d, to find. Nang. more ta 
Join with me in that beli 
But as all Dramatick Pieces that Ada upot 
Humour muſt receive their good or ill Fate from 
the good or il Humour of the Audience, this-it 
ſeems had the misfortune to meet with the latter ; 
and tho prepar d by my indefatigable Diligence, 
Care, Pains, nay, the Variety which I thought 
could not poſſibly. meſs the expected Suece ſe, jet 
by ſome Accidents happening in the Preſent- 
ment, was diſliked and exploded ; The Songiſh | 
Part which I uſed to ſucceed fo well in, by 
the indifferent performance the firſt day, aud 
the hurrying it on ſo ſoon, being ſtraitned in 
time thro ill management = (tha extremely 
well ſet to Mufick, and T. m ſure the juſt Cri- 
tick will ſay not ill writ) yet being imperſect- 
| by performed, was conſequently - net pheafing ; 
and the Dances too, for want of I fm e good 
Performers, alfa diſliked : all which, tho im- 
La - Pa. ble 
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Folſble for me to avoid, and not reafonably 
to be attributed any way to a fault iu inc, 
jet the noiſy Party endeavoured to uſe me as ill 
as if it were, till the generous Oppoſition of my 


Friends gave me as much. bh to thank them 
dhe others Ma- | 


for their as as 70 deſpiſe 
li 


7 


3 * d about ſome Actions and Sayings in 


Mary the Buxome's and Sancho Parts, 1 
was extremely concern d; not that I was con- 


ſcious to my ſelf I had juſtly offended, becauſe 
1 know no other way in Natare to do the Cha- 


rafters right, but to make. a Romp ſpeak: like a 


Romp, and a Clowniſh Boor blunder out things 
proper for ſuch a Fellow; but that I ſhould in 


doing this unfortunately have em counted nauſe- 


dus and indecent, and ſo diſoblige that effential BY 
part of the Audience which I have always ſta- 


died with 2 Zeal to divert in all my for- 
mer Plays innocent Mirt h, Scenes of De- 
cency and good Manners. 


natura happen, eſpecially. is Farce and Low 
Come d ; and tis Jome fot of Excuſe for me, 
that ] can affirm— Jeſt adapted to the 
Genius of the Pit 1 ſome little diſtant 
Obſcenities aud dou He Je Entendres, has paſt cur- 


rently in all the Comedies of the paſt po. pre- ; 


fent "Ae tho I have now the il] Luck to be moſt 


detefled: I am ſure, offending in that nature is 


much Sa my defign of pleaſing ; and I have 


thro i 
| 


— 


2 confeſs when I beard * Lallies were 


Inu ex 0% Humour, ſome coarſe Sayings will 


23 — —— 
— 


— 
— 


D 


— — — 


Az 3 Co co ihe hes ma La” F * > = m_ 
— o Win 2 — — — — 
7 \ = — LS 


= — — = = wy = ERR. — = - 
— -o * r 2 : 


V ee as S 


. — 
£ y . a 7 1 
— 2 
2 6 * * — 8 . =” , 4 p ; : 2 
: IE r 2 ES —— ———— — n — > 7 — a N Z 9 R 
— = - 4 — 9 


thro? Nineteen of the 7 went) Plays 1 © have 


writ, always ſtudied to ſhun it as much as 1 


can, for my own particular ſatigfaction, as well 
as to oblige the nicer part of the Audience. 
As to the Poppet Shew in the Fourth Act, 


the Accident of its being placd ſo far from 
the Audience, which hindred them from hear- 


ing what either they or the Prolocutor ſaid, 
was the main and only reaſon of its diverting 


no better; and as I cannot blame an Audience 


for finding fault on ſuch an occaſion, ſo I defire 


my impartial Reader and Fudge to weigh in 


the peruſal of it, whether I have not done my 
Part, and whether that Scene is not wove in 


properly with the reſt of the Hiſtory, and more 
| likely to give. ſatisfaftion than any of the reſt, 
tho it  unhappily ſucceeded otherwiſe. As for 


thoſe that call it Bartholomew-Fair Suff, 


Im ſure they ever. digeſted Don Quixote's 
_ Hiſtory, or at leaſt that part of it where the 
Poppet Shew is preſented ; that Paſſage. being, 


as 1 always thought, and as a Noble Perſon of 
as much Honour and Wit as any that pretend 
to judge of theſe Matters, was pleaſed to 


allow, is the moſt material extravagant Foolery 
that ever Don Quixote was guilty of thro out 


all his whimfical Adventures, and therefore moſt 


Proper to be inſerted in the Play. To finiſh 


then, as it is the moſt difficult undertaking that 


can be to find out new Humour to. pleaſe in ſo 
critical an Age as ours is, ſo tis ſome pleaſure 
to me to know, that my ſevere Judges cannot 


hinder 
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hinder me from the Reputation of having diver- 
ted them for ſeveral years together in ſpite of 

their own I-nature + A bard task indeed 
And among. Men of ' Senſe and Juſtice, one 
would expect a modeſt hearing, if once in ſeven 
years.'\a Play ſhould fail in diverting, eſpecially 
when Accidents are the material Cauſe. But 
fince that Bleſſing is not to be expected by a 
Poet, nor the modeſt: Method of the old Romans 
at all proper to be an Example to our critical © 
and over-witty Britons, let Folly and Il-nature 
vent its . Spleen till its own Unreaſonableneſs 
makes it nauſeous to the World. Oblig'd with 
the kind Indulgence and Inſtruction of ſome few 
ſuperior Judgments, I will contentedly fit down, 
and ſay to all the others, as a famous Wit 
ace [ard beſo; iff ohh rd Vie ks, 


Let but ſome few, whom I omit to name, 
Approve my Work, I count their Cenſure 
oo OS es 1550 abs, nt EL QA 
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Enter. My. Horden..'. 


— 


Meice ok ond: 1 « 0, 
1 "Tis ow## has very ſeldom been in 4. 
It 26 0 far I the Poet's Cauſe purſne, 3 
Suppoſe one had a Miſtreſs fair ann * SN 9 
1s three times Viſuing. ſo much. to da? EN 
Don Quixote, like a Beauty that nee yd, 
Should charm anew, tho twenty times d * > 
Thus . abs furor then maſt —_— OO — 


Enter Mifs Croſs * . 


Mis C. Hold, ur. Horden, Hold, . as 20 Jay- 
1 
Fit be any thing of Prologue nature, | 
Know I am come to help ye in the. matter. 
Come, make your Honours, and begin agen; 
Du are to court the Ladis. I the Men. 
Come, come, your * Speech too, iel and 
. i R 
Lord, y'are fo dull b 
Hord. Lord, y'are ſo pert. . 
Miſs C. Your Love to th' Poet ſure is i wondrous ſmall, 
Why, you fay nothing 
Hord. — you ſay all. 


— 1 fs * 4 
9 . 


Miſs © 


/ 


e 


For which henceforth I'll banter all your Rind, 
Praiſe a port Coxcomb*s aukward Shape and Air, 


Some by Diverſion of my Voice— 
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Miſs C. I muſt ſay-ſomething, if you wonnot ſpeak | 
To th' Ladies ; come, what Offers can you make? 8 
Hord. Faith, I ean offer nothing that ate take. 2 


Tus Poet muſt excuſe me, I can't prattie, 


Nor _ m ee ant . of to drink a Borel. | 
| 5 „ — 


= that a thing to ask.the 8 ? 


Are Ladies — to bo 2 harangw'd EF 15 

Miſs c. Jncenſ 2 ons where Pray s Beams * 
Ado ſhine, 

The Miſtreſs of all Hearts, a Power Divine. 

Hord. Every one in his way——4 Bottle's mine. | 


Miſs C. Nay, then I ſee tis an Affront abe 


Tell t Cheſnut-colour'd Spark he's wondrous fair. 
Admire a third, whoſe Coat all pouder d grey, 
Looks like a Miller on a Market-day ; 


Or his, who ſwaſhingly from Flanders comes, 


With fonching Sleeves that reach down to his Thumbs 
Commend one's Foot and Hand, another's Noſe : 

Ill have a thouſand Tricks to fool ths Beaus: | 
Shew 'em by Dancing what to Art belongs; + "I 
Or if that fail, I'll charm em with new Songs | 8 


And thus I'll draw em to the Play in Throngs. 


1 will but throw em out my Hook, and ſireight 
Shoals of Male Gudgeons nibble at the Bait 
— and ſome- 


In expectation of my Prime to come, 


Horde. 


<- 
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Hord. Why then you think on 
Your Intereſt with the Spa rks is wondrous fro. 
Mliſs C. Yes 3 What think o 
 Hord, Child, th'art three years 100 young. 
Miſs C. ae as much too young, as you 100 goods 
Net tis as I would have it underſtood. _ 
Hord. Nay, I confeſs th'art planted in a place 
Where, like a Melon underneath a Glaſs, 
The Town's warm Beams ſoon” Ripeneſs will produce, 
No Hor. Bed like a Play-houſe for that uſe. 3 
: Miſs C. Think what you pleaſe Tl follow Virtue * 
( "Molo, © © : 
And keep my Melon cloſe from Knaves and Poo. 
ö And now, to turn out of this ſerious way 
l Be pleas'd batt quietly to hear the Play, 
=_ Then if. you can laugh, . you ſhall do't to day. | 
| | Hord. Why, aß K ng: my — let's 
. OO 3 5 9 88 
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By Mary the Buxome. 


e 2 2, Gentlefolk, I dy now wage a Crown, 5 
Tuo take me for the verieſt Romp in Town, — 
But ere I part from ye, I'll let ye ſee, 
There's other Molly Buxomes beſides me; 
More Hoydens, that as aukward Gambols ſew EIT 
Pl warrant forty in that upper Rew Ito the Gallery. 
Icod, perhaps too forty more below. {| to the Pit. 


Let's ſee, is neer a one in the Side Box ? 
Yes —— There's a Swinger —— by you Bully-Rocks, | 1 
Then let me loo in th Places too fore-right, „ 
Humph !] Strange; I think there's ne er a one to night. 
Zach of em thought 1'd paint her for a Blowze ; 
And ſo they're gone, Icod, to F other Houſe, 
Gadſlidikins ! What won d I give ti hade ſhew'd 
You, Errant Knights, a How in a Commode. _ 
For if the Truth with Re aſon may be ſpoke, _ 
One may be found among the Gentlefolk, 
Who, tho ſhe gravely. does to Viſit come, 
Will leap upon the Footmens Backs at home. 
The Country Wife too, ſhe that comes to Town. 
To ſee her Kin, and buy a tawdry Gown; 
Goes to a Play, there hoydens with the Men, 
Cuckolds her Spouſe, and ſo romps down again. 
Here too about the Streets they ſwarm like Bees; 
And all the Nation round, thro* all Degrees: 3 
From the Court Velvet Scarf, the Gay and Witty, | 
To her that ſlabbers Cuſtard in the City : 
From thence back here again to Bulking Betty ; 
And ſo good wght 3 "tis time ro end my Piti. 


They're juſt like Hens ; They'll be amongſt the Cocks: : 2 5 
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Camacho, A jolly fat: headed Farmer, 


| Carraſeo, A Batchelor of Mais OE: 1 
th | Mr. e. 


8 Oines de Paſſamonte, alias Maſter 3 Mir. Love 


Guards and Retinue. N 1 
Carter to the 8 8 Mr. Smeaton, 


W matis 1 
ME N. 


an EEE $1 Mr. Wewrke. 


Baſs lius, An accompliſh'd n 


but poor, betrothed to Nuicteria. Jum Ten. 


very rich, but very dull and'igno- 
tant, given by her Friends for a 


Husband to Muitteria. „„ 


Jaques, A Clowniſh Country Fellow, ; R 
Mr. Pinkeman; 


_ Hind to Camacho, and to be mar- 
med to Mary the Buxome, © 


Friend to Baſilius, learned, drolſi 
brisk, and witty, and perpetua 
bantring Don Quixote and Sancho. 5 


the Puppet · new. Peer. 1 

C harlemain. | 
| Marplins. © 
Orlando. 

Don N = 
Aeliſendra. 
Biſhop Turpin. 


N „ 7 


4 01 ME N. 8 

Quitteria, A Joo witty Virgin, D 
Daughter to an old Gentleman of r 
| ſmall Fortune, betrothed to Bafin, G 
but forced by him to marry Camacho. C 

Dulcinea del Toboſo. Mt. Smeaton. 


| Tereſa, Sancho's Wife. : 5 _ Mrs. Powell, 
| Mary the Buxome, His TTY Vs. Perbruggen. 
; 2 Woman and Confident to 


Quitteria. a Mrs. Cr ofs. 
Clowns, Muſicians, Dancers, and Attendants, 


The SCENE, . 
4 Pleaſant Meadow, near 4 . : 


rung Ae dgved to 3 
e hes avoovernt . 
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| Diſtoveres dal * 4 Lian in 4 cart, Don ue TY 

bis Sword. drawn ſlanding over the Carter kneeling ; 

Caraſco, Baſilius, COS by, and Sancho * a 
Tres near him. PF 

LAVE, open the. Cape, or 

die. [Offers to kill him. 

a ©. Carter, O „Good Sir Fight | 

_ G be pacified. 

. . 9 9 E 878 1 Baſil. Dsdeath, Sir, are ye 

. mad? d'ee know what you 

bid hint do Have you | a mind to have us all torn to 


1 
* 


Caraſi ; 


— . A rt a 
— — — — — 67 ä —— — — ay” * — — - _ 


— = PR — — - . 
= - » Ao to —ę1 — 
= RE | 
: 


ever I was born! 
Baſil. Nay, if my Counſel bas no better Effect, een 


ſays — to you, but as the Proverb ſays, tho the 
| Bear 


18 
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Caraſ. *Dſlife, I have cry'd up Knight-Errantry to fine 


purpoſe, if 1 muſt ſtand by and ſee him _ = ſelf 
. worried . 


Don 1. O 


"7 quick . or In open Jour Puddings with this. 


[Offers to run him thro. | 
cart. Oh Lord, Sir, the Lion has not eaten all this 
"a and. is ſo hungry that he'll make no more of us 


than of ſo many Kitlings At three mouthfuls we 
ſnall be in his Puddings our ſelves, Sir. 
Don Su. N Vilnin Dog. Dog, do it, 


Carr; Well, well, Sie. 1 will, I Fill——Oþb!. That 
What will become of me 8 25 


let your Donſhip fight your Battle by your ſelf: If you 


are for duelling of Lions you had beſt get an armed 
| Rhinoceros for your Second; for my part, I'm for no 


Tilts with theſe four-footed - harp-phang'd —_— 
* will prudently withdraw. 


Harfe And I his i is no time for bantring. 


[Exeunt, | 


Don Qs. Poorneſs of Spirit! ! How I look down upon 
=O all the Paſſions plaguing weak Humanity, the 
baſeſt ſure is Feat Come, Fellow, haſt-· thou done? 
Cart. Done! Yes, yes, Sir, time *enough, Sir, time 
has: Done.!——'sbud, where ſhall I ſave my ſelf? 


© [fe unbolts the Cage, and runs and gets hon ano- 


| ther Tree. 
Don Qz. The General of Oran ho not. this Thos, 
as thou haſt ſaid, to th' King; but ſome Enchanter 


ſends it. to try me ie prove my — and un- 


daunted 80. e ſhall be fatisfied— 
Where art thou? | 


Sanc. Here, dere, Sir, here; *00ns 3 [Speaks out 


Sancho, 


of the Tree,] ſhould I be ? I intend to be no Lion's 
meat to day, not I—=And d. ye hear, Sir, pray take 


my advice for once, and let him alone; es wt 


y 


Oh! Good Sir Counſel-giyer, if you fear | 
Um. put your ſelf in ſafety, and be gone——Sirrah, o- 


[Offers again. 


. 
: ** 
Lad 3 
7 * 
A 9 | 
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Part III. of Don Quixore. 215 WY 
Bear be gentle, don't bite him by the noſe Sweet 
Don, let him be quiet, and come away, 
Don Su. Dull Inſect, that canſt imagine to knock 
manly Reſolution oth' head with a Proverb: Come 'a- 
way! Alas, poor Souk-leſs Wretch ! What, from the 
Road of Glory, on which this third time I have made 
my Salley, to exerciſe the Function I was born for! No, 
no, Don Quixote ſtirs not from the Path of Honour, 
tho hemmid with Lions fiercer than that fam'd one that 
in th' Nemaan Vale was quell'd by Hercules. Let 
me ſee, where ſhall 1 beſt attack him? Lions, to me, 
to me, you Lions Whelps. Come all ye Inchanters, 
that have form'd this Monſter to try my Valour, beftride 
your fiery Dragons, and behold me; behold this Hand 
tear from his hollow Trunk the bloody Heart, and dan 


it in your Faces. 544-23 65 25 * . 
Cart. [on the Tree.) Hark ye me, Friend, now I have 
got my ſelf out of harms way, 1 don't care much if 1 
ſpend another wiſe word or two upon ye: Therefore 
for your life, d'ye hear, don't meddle with his Throat, 
but get you packing if you intend to eat your Supper 
to night. Gadſlidikins, there are a pair of Porteulliſes 
before it, that ſome Folk call Teeth, that will make no 
more to grind that Arm of yours than if twere a Black- 
pudding; therefore once more 1 ſay take care. 
Don Nu. Come forth, thou miſcall'd Terror of the 
Foreſt, and try if thou eanſt make me give thee ground, 
Men fay thou art the King of Beaſts ; come forth, 
and ſhew thy Royal Bravery ; do it, and whet thy claw- 
iſh Weapons keen to oppoſe my Force, and ſpeedily, 
or I ſhall believe thee not to have Courage proper for 
thy Bulk, but that like thy Diminutive, a Cat thou art 
only yaliant in Confinement=—— Come, come forth, 
I fax. [be Lion turns his Tail to him. 
Sanc. Oh! For Heaven's fake, Sir, don't go ſo near 
him; you ſee he turns his Backſide to ye, to let you 
| fee how much he minds what you ſay; therefore pray 
don't trouble your ſelf with picking his Teeth, nor 
challenging his Claws; for if one of thoſe crooked 


* 7 - * 
„„ Nippers 


— — — 


8 


Cudgel x to pravoke 
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Nippers ſhould. get hold on ye, the Lord have mercy 
upon ye for a Knight Errant. 


„den Qu. Hah 1 By. Dalrinea's Like, the Monſter fear 
me, and dares not meet the Luſtre of my Eyes——Ay 


— tis ſo—— tis now ſhewn plain, his Back. parts 


tremble at me. 


Cart. O Sir, pray hold your ſelf contented; be only 


Thakes- his Tail in contempt —— and if you 'are wile, 

ſtand farther off; for if be if he gives ye a; thump with the 
bunch at the end on, ben knock uu as "fac as a 
* a 


Don Qs. By all my Fame, tis now as Sens; as Truth 
my daring Courage has quite daunted him -—— Sancho, 
come down, and. ive him three Baſtinadoes with a 
im to come out. 
Sanc. I give him three Baſtinadoes not * . 
Kingdoms Gadzooks, 1. —-Come, Sir, too much Met. 


tle is dangerous in a blind Horſe: Content your ſelf 
with the thought that he dares not come out t'ye, and ſo 
the Victory is ner good Sir, pu him to no 
farther Trial. 


Don Qu. 1 have challeng'd him fairly. 5 
Cart. Ay, ay, Sir, we are both Witneſſes of tha. 


bun coakes in with him, it may be he'll leave off, and 


I may ſave my Horſes by't, CLAſide)] that elſe woll 
certainly be torn to pieces. 


Don N Dar'd him, and boldly; and the Inchanter 


| ſeat him. 


Sanc. Ye have, ye ye have... Sie Sir, ant TY both of: us 


| give ye a Certificate that he ae reſus'd to anſwer ye. 


Cart. Sbud you have done wonders, Sir and to 


ſlickle more in the Kae. were only 1 to tewpe Provi 
| dence, as one may 

Den S. Fellow, thov're in hs right, and Pm oblig d 
to think my Honour ſatisfied: For as the Laws of Chi- 


valry direct us, no Combatant is tied to do more than 


to defy. an Enemy; if he refuſe, he is diſcomfited. 


. Sane, Right, right. Sir; Odſheartlikins you never 
argued. beiter in your Life- time He ſpeaks a little 
Senſe now ; ; pray Heaven it hold. 


Don 


1 


.. 1 


er 
us 


to 
i- 


1 
4 
hi⸗ 
an 


7er 
tle 


Part UI. 


I think I may venture. 
Cart. So, now als ſecure again, and give ye Joy of 


wy wy 2 


—_ 


of Don Quixore. 4 N 
Don 9s. come down then, Friend, and ſhut the 
cage And Sancho, deſcend, and call to thoſe that 
fle —— Come quichly—=chok art ſo tardy in every 

thing. [Carter comes down. 


Sanc. Hold a little, good Sir, an 
pin in the door, and I'll be as nimble as an Eell in 


your Service; for perhaps the Lion, tho he cares not 
to ſcratch the Hide of a lean Knight, may have a Fancy 


-Oh ! Now 


to chew the Cud with a plump Squire 
C)omes down, and Exit. 


your Victory, Sir Knight for Gads- di 7 Vale d 
I think to ſee that Madrid Face of yours look ſo cheerily 
by this time 
Wonders, as I ſaid before. 

Don Qu. Tis well, and there's s a Ducket for thy R 
ward. Oh,. the unvalued Virtue of true thy Ro: 


Well may, Inchanters make me unfortunate, but of ar 
Eſſence they. can ne'er bereave me. 


Enter Baſilius, Caraſco, and 8 155 


Veſt Tho Sancho has told us how the buſineſs was; 
yet let's reſolve to cry up the Exploit. 


Caraſe. O,, 4s much. as if he had quaneer'd the Lion 
and eaten him. May Wreaths of Oak, the Meed of 
0 


mighty Conquerors, 


r ever flouriſh on Don Miro 8 
ead. 


Baſil. Thrice wonby, and eternally renown'd, I con- 
We hear the Lion trembled to 


gratulate your Victo 


behold you, nor dur accept your Challenge. 80 2 
Don Qu. Both theſe ſaw it. 


Cart. Ves truly, the Beaſt's s hinder-parts ſhook like an h 
| Aſpen Leaf, as the ſaying i is. 


Sanc. The truth on't is, he did wag bis Tail very 


frightfully. - 


Don Qu. The Inchanters therefore have not now pre- 
vail'd. 2, This is my hour, my Friends. 


uk Still may it. * ſo, formnats, and happy. 


[Embracing. 
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218 The Comical Hiſtory 
Caraſc. Thou Soul, Heart-blood, and Genius of 
. Knight-Errantry, TE | 
Don Qs, Go, Fellow, to Madrid, and tell the King 
Don Qwixote did this Action, no longer now Knight 
o'th' Nl fa vour d Face, but with a new Title grac d 
JJ I 
Cart. Yo well Sir, Whene'er I've occaſion to drink 
a Flagon with his Majeſty, I ſhall make bold to do your 
Errand; and ſo Good by t'ye. Ha, ha, ba, tell the 
King, faid he Ah Lord fave thy craz'd Pate. 
) PHREREFA 4, A 
| — When 1 ſaw firſt the Lion's flaming Eyes, 1 
could not think the Adventure was ſo eaffg, 
Don Qu. Ah — to a valiant Heart and re ſolute Will, 
nothing is hard. JV 
Caraſc. 1 was confirm'd he would ſucceed and 
do till propheſy that more and greater things ſhall court 
his Valour But now Friend, ſetting this Diſcourſe 
aſide, I think it proper to inform the noble Knight of 
the Lion your Suit to him, which is to make one in the 
Plot to morrow at Camacho's Wedding, who is, by 
Compulſion of Friends, to marry with Q#7zteria, the 
Rich Andrugio's Daughter. I ſuppoſe your Greatneſs has 
heard of the former Love between her and my Friend 
J.. -w 7. 
Don . I have, thou Frog of Aganippe, thou Nurſling 
of Parnaſſus, perpetual Delight of the Salamanca Schools, 
1 have; and am well known too in his Worth and Vir- 
tues: I've alſo heard Camacho is a Dolt, a ſordid Lump, 
aà Glutton, that crams his Paunch, but neglects his Mind; 
laugh'd at and. fcorn'd by every Man of Senſe, nor 
' prais'd by any one but Sancho there, whoſe Brains are 
in his Belly. | pre mg iat hs wa aaa. 
Sanc. Ay, ay, ſay what you pleaſe of my Belly, or 
camac ho's either; he has refreſh'd me often with good 
Beef and Brewis——and as far as a good Word or a 
Compliment goes, my Paunch and my Brains too ſhall 
be at his Service: Beſides, he has ſent for my Wife and 
Daughter from home, and offers Mary a good Dinner, 
who is to be married to morrow, and ſo to let both = 
n 1 9 5 dings 


&* 


want me for ſomething. 


Don Qs, Oh, *tis likely, ns: we of have thee 
4 to her. And now worthy Sir, [zo Baſilius.] be aſſured; 
That in any Action where Juſtice or Honour are con- 


cern'd, tho neꝰ er ſo dangerous, Don ran ſhall be 
f foremoſt, pl: 


Part III. of Don Quixote. 2 


dings go as one. Come, tis an ill Workman chat quar- 
rels with his own Tools. I wonder when my Maſter 
would haye done as much for her. 


Don Qu. Why, ns; I did not think the Girl was 


_ prone to marry. 


Sanc. Not prone ! yes, and blown too; She s ſo ripe, 
| ſhe'd have fall'n off the Tree with a little more ſha- 


king=—Ohb! yonder comes her Mother, and Gad- 
I warrant ep 7 


zooks my Son-in-Law with her 


- Baſil. Spoke | like the Star of Gallantry. TH 


_ Caraſe. Farewel Sancho: Whatever buſineſs employs Y 
8 we ſhall reſerve a Minute to wiſh EP the Buxome | 


* Baſ * Oh, that we muſt i in courſe, _ 


¶Exeunt D. Qu. Baſ. * Car. : 
Sant. Ay, you may wiſh her what you pleaſe; but 
I'm ſure I wiſh'd her hang'd this morning; my wiſe Son- 


in- Law that's coming yonder, will have a hopeful Bar- 


Jain of her; ſhe's the plaguieſt Romp, the verieſt Hoy- 
den, and, what's the miſchief on 't, grows every day 


worſe than other. As 1 was looking up to the Sun-dial 
this morning, to ſee what a Clock twas, what does this 
heedleſs Quean do, but throws out of the Window a 


great Jordan full of Liquor lukewarm. juſt into my 
Mouth; Gadzooks, I was over head and ears, like an 


Ache-bonesd ina Poudering- tub But come, thanks 


to good luck ſhe's going; this Fool will venture on her, 


and much good may ſhe do him: He loves Mutton well 
that can dine upon the Y ool. Marry your Son when you 


will, your Daughter when you can. And if Coxcombs 
went not to Market, bad Ware would not be fold—— - 


There's three Proverbs for her however 3 *tis all che Por- 
tion ſhe's like to haye, that I know of. 
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Enter Jaques and Tereſa, 


ref come, Man, what have you bits hhing? B 
thought you'd have made more haſte home, being you: 


| know to morrow is to be ſo buſy a day, 
Sanc. Doing? Why, conquering Lions, challenging £ 
wh Beaſts, getting Honour, JIE xj * 


Tereſ. Lions! What Lions, Fool? 3 
, Games: What Lions, Fool! I won't tell y 1 


Oh, Son- in-Law, good morrow, good moꝛrow. 


Jag. Good morrow Vather - in-Law. a 
Sanc. Well, and how go matters Lana bling: does 


Four Spouſe that is to be and you agree, humph? 


Jag. Why, by Conſcience I like the Woman 
well enough; ſhe's. a thought too thick and quat, but 


| when ſhe's married, thav Bolly of hrs will come denn 
with working. 


| Sanc, How's that? Gadzooks have a care What you 


ſay; why, ſhe had rather her Belly ſhould get up than 
down when ſhe's married; Man: Not a word more of 
that, good Son- in-Law. 


Tere. Gadſlid, I would not Mary ſhould hav heard 


| him for an hundred Pounds.  [Clapping her hands. 
1 know the Girl's humour ſo, well, that if ſhe had heard 
him ſay that, ſne would never have endured him after. 


Jaq. Plhaw wagh, I did not mean jokingly, not I 


by Conſcience; 1 warrant when ſhe's my Wife, Mary 
| ſhall have no cauſe to complain: And by Conſcience 


J like Mary much the better, becauſe I think ſhe's a 


Maid; and for my part, 1 don't love a Pi pin that other 
Folks have handled. Now, tho ſhe be a little-unſightly 
_ ſometimes, yet 1 believe Mary is a pure Maid by Con- 
 Krience, | 


Tereſ. As when I bound her head fieſt with a — 
Flt be fworn for her; befides, the Girl is mighty meek- 


by ly minded, ſhe'll noeſpenk for Money, Meat, nor Clothes 


— ſoon think ſhe * PH ſay that for 


Mary. 
San. 


N 
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Sanc. Ah the Devil's in that old lying Jade; 'oons 
the noiſe of 20 Powder - mills come not near her, if ſhe 


want but her Bread and Butter in a morning [ Aſide. 


Contrary to Woman-· kind, Crooked Rib; for the Pro- 


verb ſays a young Woman, a Prieſt, and your Poultry, 


think they never have enough [Ha, ha, ha. 
Tereſ. 80 old Sandy-beard, you have always ſome 
good thing to ſay of the Women ſtill— But I'm fare 
you have no cauſe to prate, for you have had a good 
one; and if you did not like me becauſe I was yo 


when we married, you might have taken my Mother, 
| ſhe was old enough, and we both liv'd in a houſe, 
| Sances No, No, Matrimony, not fo neither; one had 

as good eat the Devil, as the Broth he's boil'd in: 
Beſides, you were both ſo like, there was nought to 


chooſe. She had a Tongue like Thunder and IL 


think, Spouſe of mine, yours is not always as ſtill as a 


Dormouſe: Like Mother like Daughter, faith and 
- the Mare haye a bald Face, the Philly will have a 


© Tereſ, Humph, will it ſo, Good-man Garlick-cater 
klang ye, don't lie vexing me, but come your 


ways home, and help to fit out Mary; ſhe's not like to 


have her Shoes ſoal'd, and her blue Jacket edg'd with 


green, if you won't look after it, but ſtand idling here. 
Jag. Nay, pray be quiet now, by Conſcience I muſt 
have a word ot two more with my Vather-in-Law about 


Mary's good Parts; for I confeſs I like her mainly, be- | 


cauſe ſhe's a Maid: I was wiſh'd to a Widow a while 
ago, but I would not have her; for beſides that ſhe 


was no Maid, ſhe had four great Faults, ſhe had three 


Children; and a lame Leg. 


Sane, He that marries a Widow and three Children, 


matries four Thieves. Lou have ſcap'd a Scouring Son- 
mie 100 wo aff; ode TOE BN GB Det 

JTiereſ. Well then, ſince you muſt have another Cup 
of Prate, Vll leave ye, and get me gone to Mary; the 
Girl muſt have ſome Colberteen Lace ſet upon her Wed- 


ding Smack : Bleſs me! what ado has there been about 


that Smock: Mother, ſhe cries, are the Guſſets big e- 
. 2 K 3 DE nough 
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nough here? Is it ſloped enough at top, and wide e- 
nough at bottom? I've had above a hundred Queſtions 
about that Smock: I warrant that Smock has been bleach- 
ing in her head above this two Months. [Ex. Ter. 
Faq. So, now ſhe's gone, Vather, let's diſcourſe a 
little more; for I've a huge Inkling to know a few more 
of Mary's good Qualities, - By Conſcience I look upon 
Mary to have a notable Underſtanding, Vather · in Law. 
Sanc. Underſtanding! She can make a Pudding; that's 
as much Underſtanding as a Wife has need of. 
Jagq. Now if ſhe be but virtuous—— againſt which 

ſhe has one wicked ſign,” your Noſe, Vather-in-Law; 
for, to quip you with a Proverb too, one may know by 
your Noſe what Mutton you love II ſay, if ſhe be 
but yirtuaus, and has but an eye to her Honour, as Gen- 
tle folks call it, then all's righg t. 
Sanc. Virtuous! Ab, I warrant ſhe's as virtuous as 
the Skin between her Brows; but you muſt not give your 
_ ſelf ſo much to Jealouſy nor Doubt, Son-in-Law : He 
that's afraid of every Graſs, muſt not piſs in a Meadow; 
it you fear, why will you go to't, why will you marry? 
Jag. Why, Conſcience I don't know; I go-to't as 


Other folks do, I think, for ready Pudding? Beſides, 


Mary has ſuch a way with her, ſuch a jigging crumptious 
whim with her Backſide, that ſhe's as full of Temptation 
as an Egg is full of Meat; ſhe has a pure ſtroke with 
her fackinS=——Then, to ſay the truth, Mary's very well 
forebamed t „„ e lacy ©, 
Sanc. Forehanded — oons this Oaf 
Jag. We ſhall do hugely together; Dll ſet her to 
weeding in the Wheat the next day after we are married; 
ſhe has curious ſpud Fingers to grub up the Charvil. 
- Sanc. Fingers! I think ſhe has, and the Nails of them 
are an Inch long for the purpoſe; ſhe has not cut them 
this Twelvemonth, to my knowledge. 
Jag. Then by Conſcience ſhe muſt help the Plough 
too a little now and then: You won't be angry if I do- 
cumentize her, and make her a good Huſwife, Vather- 
E;; 536 19757 ADORE SO 


makes a Mare of 


Sane, 
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Sanc. Angry no not I Boy, prithee yoke her 


in wich thy ſelf, Tib, and Crookhorn, and the reſt 
of the Oxen, if thou wilt: An idle Wife lets the 
Pig burn by the Fire: when thou halt her, Boy, een 


draw together a-God's-name. 


Jaq. By Conſcience, and-ſo we ſhall, for my 1654 | 
gives me we ſhall do mighty well together for *tis odd 


ro think how it came about, but ever ſince I ſaw Mary's 
Bubbies, as ſhe was ſitting without her Waſtcoat at our 


Sheering, I have had a main Good-will to her: by Con- 
| ſcience I have thought of thoſe Bubbies I warrant above 


a hundred times; and things have grown up to a head, 


and put forward mightily üince that time. Can Mary 


ſpin, Vather- in-Law! 


Sanc. Spin! Oons, like a Spider, Boy 2 Het Mother 
before her was ay g at it as ever put pindle between 


her legs. 


Jaq. Gadſdiggers come ewa then; for 1'll go 
v and get ready my Wedding-Tackle—— 175 


to morroꝗw to Church and ſay the words and 


chen at night, Vather -in · lw at night —— oh 
Lord, ha, ha, ha, ha, een een ee [Exit Jaques. 
Sane. Ha, ha, ha, ay, at night; oh, poor Man—— 
ha, ha, and Jet ſhe'll hold ye tack, if I don't miſtake 
ber, for all y'are ſo crank; and o take this Proverb | 


with you by way of Advice. ET 


4 


N you an old Tur bun ride, you need not Mb the 
Dirt; 


But when you back. a Young Colt, „ your ſaddle be 
8 wel girt. 25 Ep 8 _ CExenmr. 
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A on . a about n a Smock. 
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4 | :this- Selvid 
Mary. 


dickins, I think I can't do't here I'm blind, I think, 
with living ſo long a Maid, hoh, hoh. Dye think I 


pon it better to morrow, aer! Hoh, bob, 


Tereſ. Ay, ye Jade, if my Husband's Proverb be true 


that ſays, Sweet Marjoram and a is good for the 
yer 1 


Mary. Hoh, hoh, hoh—there, now "tis done purely. 
[ive Tereſ. the Needle, and fits down again. 
Well, and. pray Mother let's here A little z Icod twas 


rare ſtuff you talk'd, [ warrant, if one had been by to 
hear it; for my Vather won't ſpare none of the broad 


Words when his hand is in, he'll not ſpice the matter, 


not he, Icod—And my Man, what ſaid he, 1 wonder? 


Tereſ. Who Jag uey, ha, ha, ha why, I thought 
he would have e himſelf for joy when I told 
him I was ſure thou wert a Maid; he ſwore a great Oath 


he lov'd a Maidenhead better thin Buttermilk, or a Sun- 


day- Dumpling at the Parſon's. {Sewing as ſhe ſpeaks. 


Marv. 


dle, " . e Leven [dom 


C0, Ys bar let's ſee „ 
-/ from the Stool.] And fo, 
— Mother, you ſay you had a main 

wet of Prate about me witch Vather and my Man 
that 1 18 to be. hoh, hah, hoh, hab What a 


antes. dt wen... oo 


CW a5 ST 
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ary. Hoh, hoh, koh, Did he faith Well, and 


— Mothers what aid: Vather then bob, hoh 


———- Hold, but ſtay à little Icod you'll make it 
too narrow at bottom here ; I ſhan't have half room. 


Ant wide enough here, Mother, you ſpoil all. 


l meaſure; look here, from my left Thumb to 


my my Noſe is juſt {Meaſures the Smork] 2 Yard—Humph; 


Icod, 1 thing tis pretty well ay, ay, *tis well e- 


nough 80. And now Mother pray go on: What 
ſaid Vather then- 


ha?? 
Tereſ. Phoo, Pox take him, he Rood choaking him- 


felf with laughing at his own Proverbs, but ne' er a one 
of em on our ſide; 1 had like to have pull'd kin by 
the ears three times, as I'm a Chriſtian. 


Mary. Well, I think the Devil's in my Vather for than? 
he makes no more of a Woman, Icod, than of a whiſp 
of Hay, he loves nobody but Dapple 3 on my Conſcience. 


and Soul he's civiler to that Aſs, than to you, Mother. 


Tereſ. Ah! *tis een too true, Mary; this plaguy 


Knight-Errantry, a murrain take it, crams his head ſo, 
that the Man is, as 'm a Chriſtian, 1 know not how 


beſotted——fo that he never, thinks of Family-matters, 


not he——I've had no Comfort from him this A 5 


Lord help me. 


Mary. Icod that's very hard— There, come, —— 


let $ ſet on the Lace. 


Tereſ. And a married Woman' $ but a ſolitary thing 
without Comfort, Mary; if 1 had matried Diego of our 
Town, as 1 might have done if I had not been a Fool, 
's eye at me, I had bad 


for he caſt many a loving 8 
Gomforting enough, I had had my 1 of Com- 


+ fort e as m - Chriſtian. 
K FE: ” " Mary. 


enough, if you pinch it ſo in this place e e 
| if it 
I think the Girl is nde 75 — 
do but fe R the pinching? 
[Stands up, and ſhews the 8mock.. 
ogg 'tis wider than mine was, by a Foot and half. 
Wal, let me ſee now, I can tell to à Barly- 
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Mary. If my Husband don't comfort me when Ive 
occaſion, I'll make him a Cuckold faith=——1'd do my 
ſelf Reaſon, Icod. Hoh, hoh, hob, hon. 
Tereſ. Ay, Mary, in another Country now that might 
be; but in Spain here, the more's the Pity, a Woman 
can't do her ſelf Reaſon if ſhe would; if a Woman does 
her ſelf Reaſon here, her Husband confines her preſently 
he's under Lock and Key the next minute. 
. Mary. O Lord I underſtand ye; and that's a plaguy 
JTiereſ. Ah! well fare little England; odflidikins, they 
 fay there a Farmer's Wife, or ſuch a one as I now, may 
have leave of her Husband to be ſociable if ſhe can make 
| any advantage on't; ſhe has no Confinement upon her; 
By All things are open there; they lock up. nothing there, 
Þ | but the Cupboard, 2 el ame Get 243 X 
#1 
| 


1 Mary. Why, that's a pure place then, I' ſwear: 
BY but hold ye, what d'ye think, Mother, ſhall I put any 
Ll.)0zsce at bottom or no? you know I'm to be a great 
Lady before 1 die: And now we are talking of England, 
P've heard there was one at Londan, near the Court I 
think they call it, that wore Lace thus long, and always 
took care to have it ſeen coming down Stairs, or going 
out of a Coach; and that the Fool her Husband 
Tereſ. Knew nothing of the matter, Moll; he never 
came ſo near my Lady, he knew nothing of the Lace, 
| Mary. No, hoh, hoh, hob, hoh, Icod that's good: he 
know nothing on't! why who ſhould then? | _ 
Tereſ. Who, Fool! Why, ſome young Blade with 
Jong pouder'd curPd hair, and a Patch on's Noſe, that 
watch'd her motions Why, Husbands have the 
| leaſt to do with their Wives there; Fool, of any folk; 
either to lie with, or to lead 'em there, is unfafhionable 
and mmmZ m Ü oro oenod wietge Ing 
Mary. Hoh, hob, hoh Well Icod, then that's a 
_ crumptious place I ſay 8 then Mother, 
-- there's a ſort of Cattle they call Citizens, hoh, hoh, 
boh; Icod, they fay they don't get their own Children 


neither, \ 
| Tere|, 


then the Citizen gets his Eſtate for Satisfaction in courſe. 


Mar. Hoy day! Why, this is Whirly-curly-murly, 
round about our Coal-fire, hoh, hob, hoh, hoh 


Icod, this is driving a ſubtle Trade indeed. 


Jaques within whiſiles.) Holloa, Mother: a Po and 


my Fleſh that mult be, where are ye? 
Teref. Odſlidikins 


an end of my Work within, and get thin s ready: In 
the mean time, be ſure to coy it, and ſtand off, and 


niggle him purely, doſt' hear, Mary? [Exit Tereſa. | 


Mar. Ah! Icod, I'll niggle him ſo he was ne'er 
ſo niggled ſince his Mother bound his head, hob, hob, 


hoh — Go, 80,1 1 warrant Je, Nother,,! let me alone : 


with, him. | 


| Enter Ja aques. 


Jag 1. Why, how now, Fleſh of mine, - What no 


kater yet? Good Lord! Now how comes this 


Why, the what d'ye call't, [ Scrate hing.] the Can 


the Can——the Canondrical Hour will be paſt by Con- 

ſcience; come, good now, d'on thy Jacket ; 
good Fleſh of mine, d'on thy Clothes. 
Aar. L can't d'on my Clothes. 5 
[Mary turns away and Fe co 


Jaqu. Gadſdiggers, Maſter Camacho and his Bri 4 


and the Man in the Black, tarry for us; good now, 


Mary, go dizzen, and come away and be married light- 
ly; good now do, Mary. 


Mar. Piſh, I can't abide to be married ie alter'd. 


Gadſdiggers, that's a good one by Conſcience ; 
not 94010 


e to be married! Was there ever one of thy 
Age that could not abide to be married. Pſhaw, 


jou muſt not ſay ſo, Mary; come buſs, come buſs. 
| Mar, Piſh, I can't . 


Jaqu. 
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Tereſ. Why no, if they'll drive a ſubtle Trade, no | 
more they muſt not, ye filly Jade; if they intend to be 


rich and be Aldermen, the Courtier muſt cuckold the 
Citizen in courſe, then in courſe he gets into Debt, and 


'tis Jaquey, Ys by come to 
call ye to Church, I'll be hang'd elſe; Ill go and make 


ah 


: o 
1 + 
42M 3. 
187 
N 2 
4 U 
1 4 
, 4 
* 
44 
1 
Ll 
* 
| N 
* if 
3 Y 
N j 
0 a1 
: » 
4 9. 
| * 
7 l V4. 
IT 10 
"SY 
"7" 
1 
| Ls, 
'*: * 
WY | 
Bi 1 
KT 4 
147 1 
14 7 
12 9Y 
4; | 
g aq, 
4 br 
4 14 1 [1 
& 3 
4 1 4 
ea \ 
ES! 0 
1 
9 
1 
HAY 
* 1 
N 4 x 
1111. 
a 
2 4 
1 ; 
£37 7 
BED i 
+44. 48 . 
14. 
1 
Ag 8 
FIRE 
191 
* 4 l 
i 
1 
1 \ 
. 
* 
4 
x 4 
-B 
* 
Y N 


228 The Comical Diſtory © 


FJaqu. Pſhaw, you can buſs, and you muſt OY 
„bub ſhe makes me as hot 4s a Toaſt What a- 
devil ails her tro! 5 Come, good e Fleſh 0' mine, 5 
now. 
Mar. I ean't buſs, I won't bull. 
Jaqu. Not buſs! er b ge W ae ere 
An No eee — . abr bn ata 
Jau. Nor hub me at alt e en 
Har. No, no, no, ne : 
Jaqu. Not at all? 58 bun out os 510 
- Mar. No, no, no, no. 2 
Jaqu. Nor go to be married? 
© Mar. No. ” 
Jaqu. Gadfdiggers, nor lie with me to night» 
Mar. No I'm aſham'd. 
Jaqu. Ab, dear ſweet honey Mary, don't ſey 
— 57 Confcience 1 ſhall hang my ſelf if th 81 in 
earneſt: Look here, Tl give thee als pure white Tur- 
nip, if thou wilt but buſs and [Pulls out a great Turnip.) | 
fay 1 Odſdiggers, Jou muſt go. 
Mar. Nay, iſh, 1 won't _— 
Jaqu. You' all __ 
Mar. Nay, be quiet; 0 Lord, 1 can't go. 
Jaqu. Maſter Camacho will laugh me to death; 1 
would not but be "mathe to day. for a hundred 
Pound. 1 
Mar. Nor 1 neither, Icod, for all my e 
6. 
Jag „ Therefore, Gadfiiggers, come along, for 1 
muſt ust, and I will buſs: I muſt marry, and I will 
marry, and there's the Reſolution of [Pulls her out.] 
Mar. Well, I will, I will, I will, I will What 
a. dickins ails the Man:? Icod, * won't be fo ſharp ſet 
ben years hence. E xtuͤnt. 


a 


SCENE 


Part wy of Don Quixote. „ 
8 c E N E. IL. 0 


raue, Don Cuno, Caraſeo, nk Sancho. 


Don A Sir Batchelor, 1 have with care alli 
on each particular of your difcourſe; | nor ſhall this 
Sword ever keep back irs Aid, when Beauty, Wit, ot 
injur'd Love's in dan I am my ſelf a Lover, 
pare” Batchelor, yes, ary" doubly will aſſiſt Baſi- 
lius. [Sancho Harts, and ſtares at him.] Sancho ſhall 
be my Second; be ſhall fight too, if t| ere hogs be 

Caraſ. My Friend and * are doubly yours, berolet 
* 

Sanc. 1 fight! With 1 wut 1 figbt, 1 wonder? 
Good Sir, don't let your head run fo much upon this 
Fighting Work: We are going to a Wedding now; 
and 1 fee no Monſters at | ould be engaged a Se- 
cond to attack there, unleſs it be an Ox that's roaſting 
vonder; — And PN attack that preſently, with all 
myj heart, if you pleaſe, _ 

Don Qs. An K Calf.— Ha, ba, ha, 1 | 
Sancho's a Droll, Sir Batchelor, you'll excuſe him— 
But at a dire Adventure, brave as Hercules, 

Sanc. A Plague of your Commendations L Afi, de.\ 
— bud, 1 never knew him praiſe my Fighting, but 
prod damnable Drubbing or other happen'd preſently : 
_ ater - 

Don Qu. But are you fure the Virgin has her Cue ? ? 
Is ſhe reſoly'd } Will ſhe aſſiſt your Friend? 

” i Ty Carts. 

 Caraf, Moſt v oroufly; tis the moroſe Compulſion 

of an Uncle has * the thing ſo far She hates 

Camacho. 

Don N. No more then to be ſaid, Sir ; if > Plot 
fails, this Arm ſhall do her Juſtice. 

v1 Caraf. Triumphant Voice! How I adore its Author | 
Now, by Apollo and the ſacred Nine, that dip in He- 


licon 


2 * 
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licon to write of Glory, you ſeem, great Sir, an Em- 
peror already, .. 


- 


Sanc. Ah! The Emperor of Darkneſs take thee—— 

art thou putting him in mind of being an Emperor a- 
gain? Gadzooks, I begin to find this tongue-padding 
Fellow is a very Rogue: They ſay he's a Scholard, and 
can tell by his Art how many pound of Candles are ſet 


up in the Sky from one years end to t'other; and that 


| he can expound Dreams -I was ſuch a Fool to try 
him, but nothing came on't but Folly that I know; fee, 


they are complimenting ſtill : Ah! Go thy ways 
for a Dream-teller. 3 p 


Caraſ. Who talks of Dreams there ? ; 


Emperor of Conftantinople—————is molt grand. _ 


Don Qs. Ye've hit it, Sir; that Place I muſt renown, 
ſince one of our beſt Knights Patrons of Chiyalry, the 


Star of Arms, great Palmarin 4'Oliva, reign'd there long 


Sanc. They have made a quick Voyage on't; they 
are got as far as Conſtantinople in two Minutes 
This plaguy Conjurer, I lay my life, is interpreting a 
Dream for my mad Maſter too 
Don Su. What doſt thou mutter about Dreams, 
Sancho? ME OY os I I 9" ee LT 
Caraſ. Oh, Sir, his head runs apply on that To- 
pick; I late was his Interpreter. Sancho dreamt he was 
at Sea, very much toſs'd in a Ship, but amongſt the reſt, 
| had three great Toſſes, that ſhook him ſo, he wak d 


I told him the firſt ſignified Preferment. which ſo 


into his Government. 


| Sanc, And in two days after that, I was toſs'd out 


again that was the ſecond=—Þut now, where 


was the third, good Mr. Conjurer ? How was I toſs'd 


the third time? 5 
Caraſ. In that, indeed Sancho, the Stars are cloudy. 


Don Qu. Oh Sir, that falls within the Verge of my 


ſmall Underſtanding, Sancho was, juſt before that — 


__ rod. 


hen, Sir, 3 
if that Title ſound too weak for your high Reliſh, to be 
8 | 


happened; for in two days after, he was toſs' d 
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toſs d in a Blanket; and I ſuppoſe the Stars meant that 


the third, 
Sanc. A plague on your ſuppoſe have y | 
found i it out? Yes, if that were the chird Toſſi iy | 


1 was toſs'd with a Vengeance, and you were the Caule, 
I thank ye for quarrelling with the Carriers at 
the Inn-——— But come, look not too high, leſt a Chip 
all in your, Eye; and don't ſcald your Lips in another 
Man's | Porridge>——=1 ſhall take Warning one day, 
and a perhaps ſeape a fourth ;Toſhngs: 1 Gall; Gad- | 
ZOOKS _ 
|  Caraſi But that 1 know Sancho' Ti Virwoſo, 1 ſhould 5 
imagine theſe were marks of Choler. 
Don Qu. He is angry Which Paſſion, as o- 
thers do expreſs. by Oaths and Curſes, he always does 
by Proverbs. But hark, I hear the Marriage Inſtru- 
ments are ſounding, and the Proceſſion coming, 
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(4 noiſe of Dies and Rural Inflruments are beard | 
wwithgy, „ 2 


rl ſtand by; and when you give the 8 . 
Caraſ. Great Sir, 1'll ſoon inform 70——bon, to 
have your Head broke. ee nant [Afide.. 


N firſt, Muſi h play ing; then 1 led like a 
Bridegroom between two Maids; after him, Quit- 
_ terialike a Bride, led between two Men : After them, 
Shepherds, Shepherdeſſes, Dancers and Singers, Men 
and Women. They place l in a Bower on 4 
Bank of F lowers. | | 


Camac. Come Neighbogrs, merry be your Hearts 
all: And now, let's ſee ye ſing your Songs, and foot 
it rightly for the Honour of Camacho and Quitteria, 1 
haye got her at laſt, d'ye mind me; What, muſt every 
poor Fellow think to out-ſuitor me A Sneak, a 
| Mortgaging Rat; No, I'd have bought his Head off, 
Boys, but I'd have had her bat, I have Money. 

enough, d'ye mind me? 


1 Shep. 
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1 ra Ay, ay; Couſiny I am glad ſhe's ſo wel be- 
"ow'd 1 
2 she. 1 wonder what ſhe could ſee in Gothen, to 
like him; he could -joinrure het in nothing but Fidling 
and Poetry t And het good Uncle left her too well to 
give it away all to nothing. 
1 Shep. Beſides, he has been alwdhe-bred-ch in th 
Town: I'll wartafit bit as rotten as a Medlar 
as ſlim too as a Lath; and his Legs ſtand as if they 
were ſet on the wrong end upwatds . No ee 
Couſin, have ſome Subſtance, | 
2 Shep. ay, ay; they'll carry him dut oh kurt thoſe 
| Leg s are fit for uſiridſs now Ah, the Bride ſhew'd 


. her Underſtanding in her Choice, I'll ſay't. + 


Camac. Oh, thank ye, thank ye, this is kind, faith 
acts; where are'theſe lazy Rogues——ls Dinner 
ready ? Quickly; quickly there. let me be ſerv'd, ye 
Knave -— What, I have Money enough, d'ye mind = 
Let me have two Sit-loins in one 'Dith, à dozen 
of Capons in another, for my firſt Courſe at my own 
Table, Then let the Ducks ſwim in a Riyer of Sawce, 
and the Pigeons be ſtuft with Parſley ill they crack a- 
gain: Quick, quick, I fay; and y'are all ——— 
Boys What, I have Money enough, 9 
me? 
omnes A Camachi=——a Cama cho, h . 

T .s8ancho leaps FR 9%. 
Sanc. Two Sir-I6itis 1 Humph——and 4 dozen of 
| Capons! — Royal Fare, Gadzooks 3z=—And I've a 


Stomach as ſharp as Heart ean wiſh ; Il ſhall claw 


thoſe Capons off. Give your Worſhip Joy. 
Camac. Oh, honeſt Sancho, welcome: What! Thou 
art hungry, I warrant; hoh, hoh, hoh. Well, thou 
ſhalt ſuck at the Horn of ple ty preſently, thou ſhalt. 
Eat, Rogue, till thy Guts can hold no more. Where 's 
thy lean-jaw'd Maſter ? 
Sanc. Mum, mum, Sir; within-Ear: tet. 
Camac. What, he's too proud to dine with us, 1 
warrant, without the Ceremonies of the Great! age! | 
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to uſher him in, tho he be half ftary'd. — Hoh, hoh, 
hoh; How I laugh at theſe poor Scoundrels ! 
%%% 7 Lo Fo Sip 
Sant. I come, Sir. Pray Sir, [To Camacho] don't 


. 


turn your Grin that way; for if he ſees it, Lord have 


mercy upon your two Sir-loins, and your Capons: 
Vour Spits will be poking in our own Bellies, and the 
Bleſſings of your Porridge-pots be ſhower'd in Carves on 
our own Pates. 3 e 
Don Nu. Sancho, I would not have thee, for 1 find 
thee prone, to hold too great a Correſpondence with 
theſe People, becauſe I know not yet whether they are 
Friends or Enemies. And one thing mort 1 tell thee 
as a Secret: Give me thy Ear Here's an Adventure 
coming we ſhall have Action ſuddenly, 
Sanc. Action! What Dinner you mean, Sir, I 
ſuppoſe. Why, Troth, Eating is a very 1 Action, 
I muſt needs ſay 4 and I am prepar'd, Sir; you need 


not put me in mind, . 
Don . Nor do I, Sancho; and therefore thus I 
charge thee, by the unqueſtion'd Homage that thou 
oweſt me, not to dine to dag. 
Sanc. Not dine, Sir! _ FA OC 
Don Qu. No, unleſs on Thoughts of Honour, as I 
do: Dinner will ſtrangely dull thy Animal Spirits, which 
I ſhall preſently have occaſion for. Once more 
thy Ear; mark me attentively : Within this Hour one 
more and thou and I muſt fight with all this Com- 
pany. ; * | | T * * Vin NR 
Sanc. The Devil we muſt ! Oh — 
bor ER Sr, 15 


come ſhall ſtory. T 


that ever I was 


San. Conquer em Oons, what d'ye mean, Sir? 
They are tame enough, I think; here's no Strife amongſt 
'em, that I ſee; and to provoke em to fight. not 
I, faith, Sir. He goes too ſoon to that Market where 
nothing's to be bought but Blows, . 
Don Qu. Wilt thou not fight then? 


Sanc. 
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Sanc. Not a Stroke, Gadzooks: Beſides, to forbid me 
eating too, when my Belly has rung all-in above this 
two hours Sir, I'm your. Vaſſal; but to think 1 won't 
Dine at my Daughter's Wedding, is ſuch a Tyrannical 
Whim, that 1 muſt rebel, if you were forty Empe- 
„ 
Dion Su. Scotch digi Tho ſhalt not have it in thy 
power to eat——So: No more Words for this time. 
2 ſee the Sporty begin. 


| Here 8 an Entertainment of Muſick and. Dancing; 
which ended, Camacho riſes at : the OW" Y Jews 
. and 2 * ; 


s 0 * 0. 
5 Sung by one repreſeming 90. 


rtumnus, Flora, you that bleſs the N, 

Where ivarbling Phi lomel in Safety build; 3 
And to the Nymphs and Swain. 

I ᷑bhat revel on theſe Plains 
Diſpoſs the Joys that Heav'n and Nature yet : ; 
Hymen, call him from his merry home; 

Bid him prepare his Torch, and come, 

T fong and drink full Bowls; Call loud, 1 fay : 
Tis n s Feaft, Quitteria' 5 Welding-day. 


2 1: 1 The Second s O N G, 
Th Ho one e repreſenting Hymen, or Marriage, 
„5 1 


Hinz ts TEAR . am » 7, 

Some Mens grief, and ſome Mens ad, 

Here's for better and for worſe, 
Many Bleſs and many Curſe. 


II. Tender 
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11. 


Tender Virgins ſoft and young, 
They that to be Mothers long, 
By my Aid Love's Raptures try, 
Save their Bluſhes and enjoy. 


3 


Bat none muſt Love's Banquet taſle, 


Tho tit dreſs'd, till I ſay Grace; 

Tul I licenſe ſo to do. 

Maids that wiſh, muſt not fall to. 
I 

The vaſt Univerſe I ſway, 

Humana Kind my Laus obey : 

By a Power that equals Fate, 


1 give Honours and Eſtates. 


* 
* 8 
= 3 2 
— 


Thouſands ms a Pillory call, 


Mouſe-trap,. Stocks, the Devil and all: | 


For who tries how I can bind, 


But if any honeſt Swain © 
Ask I am Joy or Pain, 

I am both, the truth to tell, 
 S1metimes Heaven ſometimes Hell. 
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The Third SONG, 


By one repreſenting Diſcord: 1 bp 
C4 SE Hymen, ceaſe, thy Brow let Dior 


awe, 


* 


Tho Yoke, where Fools with foil and. trouble | 


draw, _ 
1am ſworn Foe to all thy Law does bind 3 
Marriage from firſt Creation was deſugn'd_ 
A Curſe, intail'd on wretched Human 8 
II, noble Di Yeords s £enerous Strife, 
That gives tht trueſt taſte of Life, 
Marriage firſs made Man fall, 
Had I been in the Garden plac d, | 
The Woman nt'er had made him 3 
Tas fooliſh Loving a Ki os 
Had I been i * &c. * 
Joy. Happy Mortals, you. frm. 5. 
7 | Shall have all filicuy. 
7 Hymen, I'll beſtow, to raiſe. your 775 
Charming Girls and Lovel Woe! Boys, 
Diſcord, And to quell each fond Be 
I will make you ſcratch po 2 
Chorus of all. Let Mortals then not m,. 
Ter em know, let m know, ler em know, let 
em know. | 
Let us by reflection ſhew 
What attends the Marriage Vow, _ r 
And what Joys and Troubles grow z 1 hs 
Let Mortals then know, | 3 | 


em know, 


[ere Nb « Dance of 4 zr or eight Men ee Women, 
repreſenting the H Tagen: and n. of Mar- 
raage.] | 


Fir. 


Let em know, let em know, Uh em brow, let 


— rn 
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' Firſt Man within, A Surgeon, a Surgeon, help, help 
for Heaven's ſake. 1 

Second Man within, He faints, be faints, keep che 
TY to bis — Nor help, belp.— 


Enter Caraſco as ſrighted, * 


cCaraſ. Oh, rg Accident ! Oh dreadful Mi 
chance! Make room there; Where“ 8 the Bridegroom, 
where's the eruel Bride? | 

Cam, What are 115 mad, d'ee mind me; here we are, 
what's the matter? How now, What buſineſs haye you 
here, Friend? | 

Caraſ. Baſs lius,, my dear Friend Baſlius, Oh, ir ou 
have any pity, let him come in and fpeak to the Bride. 

cam. Baſilius—sbud, what my Rival: — No, 
no, no ſuch matter, he comes not here, dye mind me. 

Caraſ. O poor Baſilius, he's paſt being your Rival 
now, Sir; fol no ſooner had the Frier told him, that 
he was to marry Awitteria this morning, but in a deſ- 
perate Frenzy, with a ſharp Tuck he run himſelf thro' 
the Body, and there he is without, weltering in his 
Blood, nor will be Confeſs'd, do what they can, till he 
ſpeak with the Bride; and ſhe conſents to hear his dying 
Words, . 
Cam. What——has he run himſelf thro the Body, 
d'ye ſay?: 

ue, Oh? Oh! Ay, Sir, . — be has il d himſelf, he 
has kill'd himſelf, "he can't live half an hour. ; 

Cam. Nay, look ye, d'ye mind me, if he has kill'd 
bimſelf, I care not much if I do let him come in and 
tell his Tale What ſays Auitty ?——Let. the hot- 
headed Fool come in, he can't prate long, i if he has run 
himſelf thro' the Body. 

Quit. Oh, Sir, . not I will binder him; the 
Man that facrific'd his Life for me, if in my Boſom lives 


a generous Thought, muſt certainly have there a large 
Poſſeſſion, 


Can. | 
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: worth enjoying, PEE! EIS. 
Quit. Twas the effect of both our rigid Fortunes 
Alas! I was not in my own diſpoſe, my Heart ne'er 


etwas confin'd by Friends. 


Cam. Well, bring him then, and d'ye mind me, 


tell the Cook we'll ſend him word when the ſimple Fel- 
| low's dead, and then we'll go to Dinner, % 


Enter Baſilius carried between two, 4 Sword fuck thro 
| bis Body, which appears all Bloody —==—with him a 


Firſt Shep.. Bleſs us, what a Wound's there, the 
Sword comes above fiye inches out at his Back, 
Second Shep. Ah, he has taken occaſion for the Sun to 


ſhine thro*' him, Neighbour, 


'1 Ba ſpl. Oh! [to Quatteria] Thou to whoſe fair but re · 


15 lentleſs Eyes, I ſacrific' d my Youth's entireſt Duty, be- 
huold the lateſt Tribute Love can offer, my Life paid to 
appeaſe the crue] Fates; who would not grant that 1 


ſhould live with her, for whom 1 only thought Life 


had the power to make amends for your true Love ſince 


Cam. The ſhort and the long on't is, Friends did it, 


_ d'ye mind me; 1 had Intereſt with her Uncle, and you 


had none: What! The thing is plain enough, you loſt 


her, becauſe you were poor; and I had her, becauſe I 
was rich—— What! I had Money enough, d'ye mind 


my.” 6, F 
Baſil. Live happy, Sir, and long, as you can enjoy 


her; I only beg of you for my Soul's ſake, to grant me 


one requeſt before I die. 
Cam. Requeſt? Well, what is't, let's hear, let's 


hear. 


Baſil. That whilſt 1 live, which is but till this Weapon 


de drawn out of my Body for then tis certain my 
very Soul flows with it——that you'd reſign Quizteria to 
me, and to confirm it, ſubſcribe here this Paper. 
Cam. How! Subſcribe, I don't underſtand that, d'ye 
n, | hs 


Baſil, 


Baſil. Alas, Sir, tis but for a wretched minute. 
Frier, Come, good Sir, mind your better Part, your 
Soul; leave theſe tranſitory thoughts, and prepare for 5 
our Confeſſon. F 
Baſil. Tis for m Soul- ſake, Reverend Sir, 1 b 
this; for I, alas, have raſhly made an Oath, "that till 
ſhe's mine, I ne'er would be Confeſs'd, — and now 
am in à State of a Madam, you may have 
Charity, tho no Love——Do you perſuade him; alas, 
you know a Soul's a precious thing, | 
Nuit. I am given all to him; but yet, A186, Sir, whe- | 
ther my Intereſt be fo much, as can aſſure the Grant 
of any Suit, I dare not yet affirm—— _ | 
[Don Quixote beckons Sancho. 
Don Ns. Let em alone Sancho, ſtand Foot to Foot by 
mee © 
Sanc. What can be the meaning of all this ? Sure this 
plaguy Devil, my Maſter, has not perſuaded this Man to 
kill himſelf, only to hinder me of my Dinne. 
Frier. Your Charity ſhould exert it ſelf on this Oc- 
caſion, troth Sir; ; for, as the poor Man fays——A Soul's 
a precious thing. 
Cam. Why, 1 ſhould be well enough inclin'd, dye N 
mind me, to take pity of his Soul, if it would be civil, 
and go from his Body in good time, and not hinder us 
too Jong from Dinner : But to be ſure of that now. 
Caraſ. That, Sir,——alas, it will be gone next mi- 
nute; draw out the Sword, you draw out his Soul too: 
Beſides, Sir, you'll be haunted fearfully, if he ſhould die 
without ſhrift in this deſperate Condition — — his Gholt 
will be glaring ye in the Face every minute. 
Cam. His Ghoſt ! | 
. Caraſ. Ay, Sir, his Ghoſt in a bloody. Shroud, wich a 
pale Face and goggling Eyes — twill come every day to 
Dinner t'ye; and to have a Ghoſt n know oy | 
dipping in one's Diſh, Sir,— _ KS 
Cam. Humph, dipping i in my Diſh! _ 26 
Caraſ. Ay, We | with his cold ſcraggy F e 


Cam. 


i gee, rr 


* 
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cam. Why, troth, d'ye mind me Friend, I ſhould 
not much like that, [ confeſ a Ghoſt is but an odd 


Companion at Meals. 


Baſil. The ebbing Pulſe aboyt my Heart rows 


weaker, and little Spirits skim beföre my Eyes, all gay 
and fine in party coloured dreſſes, tò catch my fleeting 
Soul— therefore conſent this Inſtant, or for ever 


and were my Hand my own, I'd give that too. 
155 Baſil. Fidlers, Phyſicians, Songs, and Glifterpipes. 
O07 2 CO” 0 TANG 47 ANN. 
© Caraſ. He begins to talk idly ; therefore if you love 
your quiet, Sir, ſubſcribe \ paid *tis but for a minute 
you know—— beſides, think on the Ghoſt, Sir. 


F . [Gives the Paper. 
. Cam. Dipping his ſcraggy Knuckles in my Diſh—— 
iy Hair ftands an end at the thoughts on't There, 
Sir, [Writes] there's my Hand, and for the little time 
he lives I do reſign her to him, but not a jot longer, 


d''ye mind me. 


Caraſ. No, no, Sir, longer, we defire no longer 


there Sir, there's a Balſam for your Wound, [to Cama- 


cho] and now, Sir, Bridegroom, welcome; to our Co- 
medy; ſtand up Friend [haſilius tarts up, and 
, . TEES. 
Baſil. When ſtately Roſcius on the Roman Stage 
Was, like ſome valiant General, to die, 
_ * Throws 


But lily thro? a Wooden Trunk cloſe by *; 


{ 5 


away the The purple Stains, which were a Sheep's Warm 


8 e 

VP Upon his ſnowy Linen ſprinkled were: 

But, Oh! The Fools that nothing underſtood, 
150 * they did wonder, Oh! How they did 


Ha, ha, ha, a Trick, a Trick, a_Trick—Oh, my 


Dear [to Quit. ] ſweet pretty Actreſs, this was a Scene 


indeed Noble Sir, we have the Licenſe here to go 


about our buſineſs . We thank you for this prepara- 
= N . N i | | , — tion 


5 Quir- You have, Sir, mine, and with it all my Heart ; 


The Steel, not thro? himſelf, he thruſt in Rage, 
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tion but we have another Entertainment elſewhere; 
and ſo ſweet Sir, adieu. [Takes Quitteria. 
wit, Oh cruel Man! Am 1 turned off at this rate? 
all ery my Eyes out, Ha, ha, ha. 
f 1 Ha, ha, ha, you may get another . Sig 
you have Maney, enough, d'ye mind me. 
Cam. Odsbodikins, am I fob'd off tur? Et 3 t 
do, Sir; I'll have her again with a * Fall on, · 
Friends, I'm abus'd; III give a 1 Duckets' for 
her again; fall on Boys. a NAY 
Caraſ. Now, [to Don Quiz.) Sir, this is your time, 
now ſhew theſe Raſcals your Heroick Virtue. | 
Don Qu. Ten Millions ſhall not fetch her back 
[Draw Sancho.] Raſcals y go on and fight, or- "ek 
Don Qu. Caraſ. and Sanc. beat em off, and return J So, N 
Sir, now ſhe's your own in peace. 5 
| Baſil, Brave, _ Don Wille, what Honour ſhall 
I pay him ? 80 | 
caraſ. We'll have a Statue for him! and for Sancho 
well inſtantly to his _—_— $ Wedding, and ent 
him there. | £ 
Sanc. Ay. when you have taken away: my Stomach 
£ with drubbing, you'll give me a Dinner.. 
Baſil. And now, dear EY ao to our own He ppi. 


neſs.— e ö * 


a Ma 


* Ko FE, * 8 
Cty wel +. it % 


Thus het all W that by Friends are TY 
5 5g 1 ods em be rewarded gh tat 2 


ra- 
on 
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5 Chuffy Chaps 
Pinckaninny, are your Twinklers twinkling ifaitb? 
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ACT: uw. SCENE. : 4 


Enter Tereſa, Mary, * Jaques; Mary in hor Welding 


_ Qothes Itrutting. 


| ur, here has been mad N 
in the Meadow yonder, if all be 
= true as Vather: in-Law has told 
p12] o us; Maſter Baſilius has whi 
way the Bride, it ſeems, =. by 


1 —.. Conſcience they have made a 
mere Fool of my Maſter Camacho. 
Tereſ. Ay, and there's a woundy many Stories about 


it already; 12 ſay the Weapon came our above a 
| handful at's Back, and ſome ſay there was above eight 8 


nine inches ſeen out ats Belly, and every body 
feveral Tale; but let it be how it will, Mary, * 


Maſter Baſs lins has offered thee thy Wedding Dinner, 
as well as t'other, he's as proper a Man as t'other, and 


2 1 N a good Wife as well as other, very. whit, 
Kan? © 


Mary. Ay, ay, Mother, i I can but be married, and 


| Fou can put dine, we care not which way it comes, 
LAſi de.] not we Icod; but = Codſlidikins 1 had for- 


got, I muſt not be ſo mage before Jaques, 1'll ſet 


| my Mouth in [He looks on "5. ſhe prims. 


Jaqu, ek Fleſh of mine, Rumpſy, Plumpſey, how 
is't? 7 Hah! 1 Do': s Heart thump yet * The hour's a coming, 
tis a coming, Long Noſe, ab 


Well, the Domine will have ſaid Grace preſently — 
and then I'll fall to with a Tantararara, bs ve a ſwinging 
Stomach by Conſcience, | 


Mary. 


Mary. Fugh, I can't tell how to come, I'm ſo a- 
F e pulls her out. 

Tereſ. Ah cunning Quean— Ha, ha, ha, ha — 
; 72 „„ | [Exennt. 


| ſhami'd. 
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Mary. O Lord, what d'ye mean tro? Pray Man 
don't talk ſo. | [Setting her Face,] 


Jaqu. Ah-——ye Babbies you, 1 muſt talk fo, ye lit- 
tle tempting Rogue, I will talk ſo; well, go thy ways, 
thou puts down all Spain for Bubbies, that's certain... 

Fark, Mother-in-Law, [/be goes back coily} never be- 
| lieve me more, if Mary the Buxome's Bubbies there be 
not the making of us when I have made her milch once, 


ſhe will be ſent for to ſuckle all the great Dons Chil- 


dren about Court, ſhe'll yield a Pail-full a day by Con- 


Mary. Piſh=——fye upon't, fecks now I can't a- 
bide ſuch talk; can't you let Bubbies alone I wonder. 


mpers as if Butter would not melt in her mouth; 


her, as the old ſaying is. 


Man within. Come, where's the Bride and Bride- 
pon ? [Bagpipes within ſound] here————Holloa, 

Holloa. . „ . 
Jaga. Hark now, by Conſcience our Friends are come 
| to fetch us to Church; come Molly, come away Fleſh 


of mine, prithee come, / 


n 
Enter Baſilius, Caraſco, Quitteria, and Alrſidora. 


1 Baſil. Thus far kind Fortune has improved our Joy, 


and when the Law has perfected the Work, then I 
- Thall call this Treaſure of my Soul, my own ſecurely, 


[Embracing Quit.] Oh, my beſt Brother, how am I 


bound to thee too? How ſhall J pay thee for thy ; 


L 2 . Caraſ. 


8 
7E — 


ag > Ah, ſplice ye for a cunning Carrion==——the 
| Jade fi 
but Cheeſe of three half pence a pound won't choak 
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Caraſ. The Pay of friendly Service is the doing it, 
and I am glad at Heart it has ſucceeded : I knew the 
mad Knight's Aſſiſtance was authentick, and therefore 
blew him up with Praiſe and Flattery, which made him, 
when the brunt of the Buſineſs came, to lay about him 
ſo: Where have you left him, Madam?  - 
Quit. I'th Garden, dedicating his fond Thoughts to 
his Romantick Miſtreſs Dulcinea; to divert him from 
Whom, and to promote our Mirth, I have laid a Plot, 
That Alty here, my Niece, ſhall feign her ſelf paſſi- 
onately in love with him, meet him at every turn, and 
ſigh and languiſh as if ſhe were deſpairing. . 
Baſil. Twill make us excellent Sport. but ſhe muſt 
be ſure then to cry up Knight-Errantry— ſing amo- 
rous Dittys often, and humour him in his Romantick 
Altiſid. Humour him, dslife 1 have got Pariſmus and 


Pariſmenos almoſt by heart, and am as familiar with 


Don Bellianis of Greece, as if I had been his Squire; and 
then for ſinging, I have got the moſt deplorable Mat- 
ters, the => melancholy miſerable Madrigals, that 
being diſmally howl'd about twelve at night, would 
| make all the Cats of the Pariſn come into the Con- 
ſort. - VVV „%% ͤ;ẽũů i; 
Caraſ. Ha, ha, ha, ha, the witty Rogue will mimick 
it better than any Actreſs in Spain, and the Knight wil! 
be puzzled damnably : But a Pox on't, we want him 


all this while Ob, here he comes and Sancho. 


Enter Don Quixote and Sancho. 


Baſil. The Beauty of the Morning bleſs ye, Sirg— 

and may the Rays of the Meridian Sun ſhine gently on 
the Head of the moſt fam'd of all Knights-Errant in the 
Univerſe, DOLL TE 1 22 TT 
Don Que. Oh good Baſilius, generous young Man, 
jou do me too much Honour, good faith tis 
far beyond my mean deſervings. 1 
_ Quit. No Flattery can reach Don Quixote's Head, he 
looks above it ſtill, / 


Cara]. 


Part III. 
Caraſ. As far as high Olympus does a Molehill. 
Quit. Or Heaven the Joweſt Earth. 
Don Qu. Moſt beauteous Lady, happ 

all other Knights, to have ſuch Praiſes from ſo ſweet a 

Mouth, and my mot learned Sir, 1 thank you for your 

Goodneſs. ak, 

Baſil, Nor muſt my good Friend Sancho loſe his ſhare 

in our beſt Compliments n_ Service has been 

notable, Well, my rally. to an Im- 


mortal Knight, Is Mary ſped Fer ? Are the yy 


Couple coming? You ſee we wait for em. 


Sanc. Yes, yes, Sir, the Job is over by this time, the 


two Fools are hobbling hither as faſt as they can: 1 ſhould 
have had a new Jerkin on by right, my Maſter's Worſhip 
gave me an old Mantle to make me one, I thank him ; 
but I have laid it up till another time, I love to be ſa- 
ving. [Sancho ſpeaks as fluſter d. 
Don Lo gave thee that as a Reward for the Bruiſes 
thou gotteſt in the late Skirmiſh : For tho thy Metile, 
like a reſty Jade, ran back at firſt, yet with my ſpurring 
thou gott'ſt Honour afterwards ; and Scars and Bruiſes 


that are got with Honour, all merit to be cover d with a 


Mantle 
Map. Ah ſweet Man * how facaly: 'K talks! 
I * Altiſidora looks amorouſly on Don Quixote. 
Don Qs. W hat fays the TIM unſpotted ? 
[Looks proudly on her, 


Altiſ. Ye ſweet Face Ah ye dear Man, you. 


Quit. Fie Alty, fie, . you not promiſe me to be 
more moderate? You muſt excuſe her, Sir the poor 


Girl can't hide a Paſſion for you, which you had known 
before, had not I fear'd the Charms of the bright Dul- 
cinea 
thing J but now, ſince ſhe has broke the Ice 
her felf, I can no longer forbear telling ye, you 
have bewitch'd my Niece, - 

Altiſ. Ah -thoſe alluring Eyes. 

17 Fie Ally 
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Don Qu. 8 Merit, Madam, is not Witch- 
craft——1 cannot help my—— influence ; *tis not my 
fault, you ſhould lock up your Siſters and your Nieces. 
Aliiſ. That Heart-ſeducing Noſe, 

Caraſ. This is almoſt diſtraQion, the young Lady i is 
far gone, 8 
Baſil. Ah poor young thing, this has been breaking | 

out a great while. 

Altiſ. That preciouꝛ 

Don Qu. Prithee. 

Altiſ. Graceful, 

Don Qu. Nay——look off Maiden, 

Altiſ. Honey- wording Mouth, 

And that moſt charming Phillamot CompleRtion 


A 80 N 8 ſung by Miſs Croſs, when ſhe makes Love 
0 | to Don Wi ee. | 


Damos, Feat your Tyos on me, 
Whither ſimply would you lead em? 

Can you think another ſhe 

Has more Charms than 1 to fud "em? 3 
Hie that leaves a Roſy Cheek, . 

Lips vermillion'd like a Ruby, 
Blindly coarſer Fare to ſeek, 

Pox upon him for A * = 


If a Smile, the Lover's Joy, 
Can delight, I'll do's divinely x 

Or dye love a ſleepy Exe, 

Here is one can cgle finely. 

Charms would make another Man 
Gaze an Age, I'll ſhew to win e; 

And when Pre ſhewn all I can, | 
If you go the Devil's in You. 


— Oh Flower. of Ryights, Don Quixote de la Man- 
c has 


Don Qu, Oh! Dulcines del Toboſs, guard well the 
Caſtle of ps ans Foe is Rong, the N — 


Part III. 
is wondrous lovely. Oh I hear Muſicx now I 


ſhall get Breath. [Muſick within) The married Couple F<, 


coming this was — 
Altiſ. He ſhuns me then break Heart, Th go and 
cry my Soul out. + by Exit Altiſ. 


Thu Qs. Very ſtrange 9 


Sanc. Ay, here comes Mary, che jade toſſes ber Head 
like the fors-Harſe of a Team; ſhe has made me almoſt 
drunk with Aqua Vite this morning. — and will be 

| before * os as crank upon the Mate. 


fox'd her * 
ter. | | 


Muſs ck 1 Then Enter Jaques 
and then Mary led by two Hen; Gines de Paſſamonte 


and Lopez diſguis d ; Then Tereſa Oey and 185 | 


and 8 * 


- . & very jolly Troop, their Faces tao la 
merrily. 
Vit. A G ign their Hearts are __— This is their 
time, a Wedding Day's the Jubilee of Life. 
Baſil, Welcome, welcome all; and I wiſh you Joy 


my Friend——your Spouſe wade is * mee I ſee by 


her looks. 


Jag. Ay, I'll make her look nine ways at once before 


1 have done with her, by Conſcience. 
Caraſ. Take heed of threatning, Friend; Mary's s 
Girl of Courage. 


Mary, Ay, Ay, let him threaten, tis all he can do 
to hurt me, — 'll deal with him well enough I warrant 


ye : Odſlidikins, what d'e think 1 can't deal with him? 


When I was a Maid, and under ſubjection, I prim'd 


and ſimper'd, and was mealy-mouth'd as they call it; 


but now Iam a Wife Igad eat talk what 1 plenſo——— | 


and be Maſter too in my turn, old Rock. 


[Grves Jaques a thump on the Back. 
Baſil. ——Why wt ſaid, Mrs. * her a. 


Buſs for tat Friend, 
L 4 
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Mary. How now, What, do as you are bid? every 
Fool does as they're, bid, Lobcock. 
© He rumples her to kiſs her, and ſhe gives him a Box on 
ie 00 BAG de DEN STEREO 1 0 
FTereſ. Ha, ha, ha,. — tis a plaguy mettled young 
Quean, but 'tis no wonder; for at her Age 1 was ql 
ſo my ſelf. This Jade puts me in mind of a pure Pro- 
verb, that ſays, Honeſt Men marry quickly, but wiſe 
Finne, wins ns bg Fi 
Sanc. Nay, Mary, ——Gadzooks you'l balk my Son- 
in-Law if you fight upon your Wedding-Day ; that's a 
little too foon——your Mother and I did not go to Cuffs 
in a fortnight after at leaſt, Child, ä N 
Caraſ. Oh! tis nothing: ſhe intended perhaps to en- 
tertain him as the famous Spartan Ladies us'd to do at 
their Marriages, where a good Box on th' Ear given by 
the Bride to her new Husband, was held a ſpecial favour. 
Sanc. Tis a ſpecial favour that ſhe'll entertain him 
with then, as often as any Spartan of em all, I'll ſay 
that for her, ) SOIER OR 
Don Qu. A Blow may be a ſign of over fondneſs, 
as Mothers ſometimes kiſſing bite their Children, 
Baſil. Ay, ay, 'twas a Jeſt, they play the Play toge- 
ther: I warrant they're as fond of one another as two. 
/ ͤ ad ofa 5 IT 
Jag. Nay I meant no harm not I. — it came a 
little ſour tho upon my left Ear, by Conſcience— 
but come, we won't fall out for all that, Mary. 
Mary. Fugh, I care not for falling out nor falling 
in Icod I won't be buſs'd but when J pleaſe 
What d'e think I'm a Fool, to be ſlopt and ſlopt 
every time you are bid do't 2 Icod 1 won't be ſlopt 
but when I've a mind to't my ſelf; nay, look as you 
will — I won't be meally- mouth'd not I, I'm married 
-nNoW, Minn. Rs . 
Baſil. Faith, Mrs. Bride, and nothing but reaſon; 
and now to end the difference in Mirth let's have 
ſome Muſick ; the great Don Quixote's melancholy : 
Come, let the Wedding-Sports go forward, and bid the 
Servants get Dinner ready in the Lodge next to the . 


b 


the Entertainment upon her We 


- bers Preſto, you are like to ſee no more on't, 


ble Gentleman. Now Fle 
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I've heard the Bride dances and ſings her ſelf too, m 


Dear [To Quit. ] and J hope to pleaſure us will Fe to 
Jain g-Day. 
Quit. I hope'ſhe'll be ſo kind; and to encourage her, 


E 8 ee towards Houſe-keeping. 


(Gives her a Purſe. 
Mary. 0 Londen tis Gold——Fackins——thank ; 


your noble Ladyſhip. 


Jag. Give your Honour many Thanks. 
Mary. Hoy, What do you thank her for ?— 


Look 


[Puts up the Purſe, and makes Mouths at him) 
Baſil. Nay here's another for the Bridegroom too, we 


muſt not be kind. by Mes. pes 


Gives another Purſe to Jaques. 

Jag. Heaven bleſs ye, 7 Conſcience, you are a no- 
of mine. 

[Shakes the Purſe, and ſhe ſnatches it away. 

Mary. What now—— Why now, tis where it ſhould 


n be——nay, ſtand away, Icod I'll keep it—PIl make 
it in my bargain,” ÞIl keep all the Money. 


Sanc. S0o——— the Jade begins already———ſhe't 
ſhew him-rare Pranks ere long. | 
Jag. Odsbodikins that were wiſe work. 
Caraſ. Ah, let her have it, let her have her Humour 


till night, you know then you muſt ſtrip her of all, 


Baſil Oh by all means; and beſides, twill hinder our 


| Mirth, ſhould you croſs her now. Come begin there. 


The Clowns Song at the Marriage of Mary the Buxome, 
in Eleven Movements, ſung to a Diviſion on a Ground- 
Ball. The Wards implying a Country-Match at Stool- 

Ba . 


Ground Baſs. C 0 M E all, great, ſmall, 


Short, tall, 9 to Srooh-Ball. 


Firſt 7 Down in 4 Dale on a Summer's day, | 


Movement. All the Lads, and Laſſes, met to be merry , 


„ A 
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A Match for Kiſſes at Stool-Ball play 
And for. Cakes, and Ale, and Cyder and 
| Perry. 
Will, and 1 Hall, * and Hugh, 


Sue, Beſs, and Moll, ith Hodge, and 
Bridget, Ned, aud Nanny; : 
But when plump Siſs got the Ball in her 


1 | Mutton Fifh, 
| | Once fretted, * hit it farther thas any. 
Third PITS | Running, Rairing, | 
Movement. Gaping, Staring, 


Reaching, Stoopi ing, " 
" Hollowing, Whooping. 


Sun a ſetting, 
All thought fitting, e 
+, To ſit dozwn e em. 
Fourth . Hall got Sue, 3 1 
Movement. And Doll get Hugh; 
* All took by turns 

Their Laſſes and buſs'd em. 

. Jolly Ralph was in with Pegg, 
Movement. J racked like a Turkey Egg; 
DD 1585 And ſhe as right as is my Leg, : 

Sͤtill gave him leave to touxe ber. 

Sixth Harry i hen to kiny. 8 any 
Movement. Swore her Dugs were pretty, | 
985 Tho they were all ſweaty, Ec = 

And large as any Cows are. £ 
Seventh Tom Aielancholy Was 
Movement. With his Laſs, « 


For Sue, os e'er he cou d ao, 
TP not note him. 9 


9 Eighth 


Part III. 
Eighth 
Movement. 


Ninth. 
Movement. | 


Tenth 
Movement. 


Ground Baſs. 


of Don Quixote, 751 
Some had told her, h 
Being 4 Soldier, 
Jn a Party 
With Mackarty, + 

At the Siege of Limerick, 
He was wounded in the. Scrotum. 


Bur the cunning Philly | 


Mas the ableſt Ringer : 
| Hee carry on the Jef 
Aud winks at her of all the reſt, 


| Then went the Glaſſes round, 
hen went the Laſſes down, 


DM Mrs. Bride. 3 185 
ry. Icod I'll ſing my Song then of the Miller's 


Danger ; Come give me the Trenchers. 


A Song ſung by Mary the Buxome. 


Fas old wife (he 
To grind her Grift quickly, and ſo return back: 
The Miller ſo-works it, that in eight months after. 
Her Belly was feli d as full as her Sac k. 
Young Robin fo pleas'd her, 
That when ſhe came home, 
She gap'd like a ſtuck Pig and flar'd like a Mome; 
She 3 ſhe ſcamper d, ſhe hollow'd, and | whoop, 
Aud all the day long, | 
This, this as her Seng, | 
Hoy was ever en fo Lerricom _— 
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Was more kind to Willy, 
Who of all their Ally 


Begins a Bumper to the beſt, 
And ſquees'd her by the F. 


Each Lad did his Smut · Mart con, 
And on the Graſs did fling her. 
Come all, great and ſmall, 


&- 


ſhe ſent to the Miller her Dawghter; 


oh. 
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Oh Nelly, cry'd Cel, NY Clothes are all mealy, 
Both Backſide and Belly are rumpled all o'er. 


| You Mop, Mow, and Slubber, why what a Por ails ye, 


Tl go to the Miller, and know all you Whore. 
She went, and the Miller ſo grinding, did ply 
She came cutting Capers a foot and half high, 5 
She wadled, and ſtrodled, and hollow'd, and whoop” a, f 
And all the day long, 
This, this was her Song; 
Hoy, were cer to Siſters ſo Lericom Poop 'd ? 


Then Mary 0' th* Dairy, a third of the number, 
| Would fain know the cauſe they ſo gig d it about; 
The Miller her Wiſhes, long would not encumber, 


But in the old manner, the ſecret made out. 


| Thus Celie, and Nelly, and Mary the mild, 
Mere all about Harveſt-time all big with Child : 
45 They danc d in a Hey, and they hollow'd and one's, d, 


And all the day long, 
This, this was their Song; 


Hoy, were e' er three Siſters ſo Tericom Pop 2 
Biaſil. Moſt excellently perform a 1 ſee the Bride's san 


Artiſt at it. 

Quit. Her Motion quick and graceful, her Voice 
good too, 

Tereſ. Nay, at our Wake Mary us'd en to carry 


away the Garland, I'll ſay that for her: Bleſs us, how 


the n ſweats; here take my Muckecder Child. 
[Takes out 4 Clout. 
J. Do Fleſh of mine, and wipe Bubbies. 
[ He throws it to her. 
Mary. I won' t now, becauſe ou bid me. 
e throws it in his Face. 
Caraſ. Oh, 5 spirits are An you muſt not thwart 


ber now, Mr. Bridegroom. 


Don Qu. This excerciſe of Dancing is of uſe; it is, 
as one may ſay, a kind of Vaulting, and Vaulting ever 


Was held very uſcful, a proper Sciencein the Art of War; 


when 


„ 
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when I was young I had it in perfection, and can now 
without Boots come over Roſmante en 


Baſil. Sir, you excel in every thing. 4 F ; 6 1-4 


Gines. Let's in amongſt em, [Tv — 972 now is the 
proper time; fave ye Gentlemen. 

Jaqu. O Lord; here's Maſter Peter come, and Has 
brought his Motion with him, I warrant : Oh Sirs, if 
ever you'll ſee a fine thing whilſt you live, let's fee 
Maſter Peter's Poppet-Show : by Conſcience, this is the 


| pureſt chance that he ſhould Lorne to ſet out our * a 4. 
ding too. pin Mt» 60 


Mary. Oh Gemini Vattier, the royppet how z lcd 1 


am glad of this, for 1 have long'd to ſee a Poppet- 
. ſhow, as much as ever 1 did to be married, I'll ſwear. 


[Mary jumps and Dances about. 


1 Well, well, don t make ſuch” a noiſe, don't a . 
ſuch a Hoyden. . 


Tereſ. And 1 too Ack f 


Jaqu. There we ſhall ſee Kings aa dos hind: | 
Moors, and Jews, and Bulls, and Bears, and Ladies, 


and Biſhops, and Barbarians, and all the World by 


Conſcience; Oh rare Maſter Peter, are you come Ifaith, 


Nuit, Ha, ha, ha, how the Fool has mixed em! 


Bears and Ladies, and Bags and Barbarians, 


' Baſil. Ay 1 minded it. Well honeſt Friend, and 


What new matters have ye, hah? 


_ Gines, Of all ſorts, Sir: I have Motions proper for all 
| kind of Stories. Firſt, Sir, I can entertain ye with a 


pretty Piece, call'd the raking of Namur, with the utter 


routing of the Confederate Army; you N tis very 


fine when 'tis performed. 
Baſil. Ay, that will be a very fine Piece indeed. 
Caraſ. Ay marry Sir, theſe are notable things indeed. 


Faqu. Did not I tell ye what a pure Fellow he was? 
well. by Conſcience, there is not the like of this Maſter 
Peter in all Spain. | 


Gines, Then I've another, and pleaſe ye, upon an 


Engliſh Plot, *tis call'd Engliſh Men Satisfied ; or, the 


Impoſſibility : Tis plaguy ſatirical, it makes em the ver- 
rieſt Maggots, the mereſt Sbatterbrains; for it 13 
at 
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that neither ks nor 8 nor Pope 


nor Proteſtant, nor War nor Peace, nor Liberty not 
Slavery, nor marrying nor Whoreing, nor Reaſon nor 

Treaſon, can ſatisfy a right Engliſhman. - __ 
Baſil. Humph——thele are ſhreud Matters, Friend. 

Gines. Then, Sir, if you. pleaſe to ſee any Mimickry, 
here's my Comrade {hall divert ye better than any one 
in Sbain: He ſhall mimick a Cat in a Coal-Basket; a 
Maſti Dog in a Court-Yard ; a Shoulder of Mutton up- 


on a Spit; and a hundred things beſide ;.all n 


you would ſwear it was real. 


Sanc. Pox take him for naming a Shoulder of Mutton, 


| the Rogue has ſer my mouth a-watering at it. beſides, 
this plaguy Aquavitz works ſo much in my Head, that 
it they 
till Night, Gadzooks, 


Don Qu. Peace, Sancho, but oye "evi 1 


What Tracks of Hiſtory .can your Motion perform ? 21 


am for that now : Can you An e about Laich. 


Errantry? 


SGines. Oh, ha Gneft Pine 4 in the World, Sic: 1 can 


few" you 2he Hiſtory of the diſaſtrous. Loves of Don 
Gayfeos and Malliſandra, © 

Don Qu. Hah! — Canſt thou! 2 
Gines. Les, Sir, how he freed Malliſandra fm a 


ſtrong Caſtle in Sanſuena, where ſhe had been cloſe wek'd 


up by the-Mooriſh King Marcilus. 


Don Qu. Ay, that, that, Friend for my; Money, me- 


thinks 1 long to ſee how the valiant Knight -Errant, Don 
Gayferos, behaved himfelf in that dangerous Adventure. 


— What, ſay Gentlemen and IG, ſhall we ſee” 


this noble Hiſtory . 
Quit. Oh, wich all my Heart, Sir, I am a great Ad- 
mirer of em. 


Baſil. That ſhall be our Evening-Diverſ on. Now 5 
let's in to Dinner, I warrant the Bride and Bridegroom 


are hungry; beſides, we muſt have a Rowſe or two to 


their Healths: Come, Mr. Bride y "pang manage your 
ollow. 


Your and Noble Knight, pray 
; LJaques leads Mary, and Don Q. Quitteria. 
_ 7 


n't make haſte to Dinner, 1 ſhall ne'er hold out 


pa aww Am 
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San. Ay, ay, come — a Rowſe, a Rowſe, let's 

Sing, and let's Bowſe; Gadzooks my Maſter muſt Squire 

himſelf to day, for I muſt tope a Bruſher or two more, 

adn ous al va: 
| E : | [Exit Sancho, 


| Manon! Gines, an Lopes. 


Gines. $0, thanks to good Luck, thus far I'm undiſco- 
ver'd;. little does this al Knighe think that I am. 
| that famous Gizes de — es amongſt the reſt 
| of my Brethren Gally-Slaves whom he freed, beat him. 

ſo damnably in the Mountains of Sierra Morena N 
Diſguiſe here, and falſe Name of Peter, has, I and, ä 
ſecur'd me dom his knowledge: Adventures on che 
High-way was my noble Function then, but ſome time 
after cunningly cheating a poor dull Fellow of his Mo- 
tion, I have ever ſince ſet up for Maſter of the Poppets 
my ſelf, under the umbrage of which Profeſſion, 1 
have play d Pranks innumerable, no Man ſcaping my 
nimble Hand or ſubtle Brain, that I knew had either 
Money or Moveable———The two Purſes, Comrade, 
that were given to day, are too weighty to ſtay long in: 
the Poſſe ion of thoſe Fools, rata an are mark'd for 
ours This fooliſh Don and Clodpate Squire have 
Feaſts to ride on too; this muſt not be, Brother, whilſt 
Men of Brain and Action go on foot therefore i in 
reaſon likewiſe are for us too. 

Lopez,, Say but how this is to be $90; Brother, and 
I'l warrant Iu play my part. 

Gines. Why eaſily, as eaſily as you may eel a Hen: 
As thus now, When all theſe here are gaping at the 
Poppets, which I'll take care to hold 'em by th' Ears 
with, the Purſes careleſsly put in ſome Box or Cupboard 
in the Lodge there; then thou, like Mercury, * 
thro' the ahh ay'ſt ſnap em in a moment. 

Lopez, I'll do — beſt 65. bees Bach 

ines. Then with what pleaſure at. a private hour 
ſhall we laugh at theſe Fools? Ah, of all Trades a 
* is che moſt pleaſant : They may talk of _— | 

with 
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with their ſubtle Bargains ; of Shopmen with fallacious 
Weights, and Meaſures ; of Gameſters with falſe Dice, 
Lawyers with Lying ; but for the Wit and Pleaſure of 
_ Myſtery, the ingenious, the right true modell'd Thief, 
is the delightful function in the World Come 
Brother, firſt let's to the Stable they are too buſy 
within about themſelves to take care of their Beaſts 
without——.— but hold I think here's ſome coming 
Out, ——d'{death, 'tis the Knight and Squire,——and 
leading the Aſs with them let's ſteal. cunningly in 
behind 'em, there's the Horſe left ſtill, —and I've a 
_ cloſe private pics! to ſecure him in let em ſearch 
how Irre 8 114.0 . 


Enter Don Quiror ab 105 . Don Quit 
| en the e 5 5 


4 3 I Hicconghs as drunk. 
Don Qu, Fixing juſt now an Eye of Obſeryation, I 
found in the Oeconomy of th by Behriou, ſomething 

opprobious to the Character of him that is my Squire; 
thou too ſt thy Cups at a too laviſh rate; a thing offen- 


ſive to our ſober Order: and tho I ſix times call d thee to 


make ready Roſinante for an Adventure I had juſt then 
thought on, thou anſweredſt not; which | conſidering 
my. Greatneſs,” and what I am to OY is a e 
ault. 
Sane, Why Le Es tis true, you did 
call me fix xp yet I was juſt then drinking 
fix Bumpers in a hand-——which 1 think, ugh, was 
another-gueſs Adventure than yours— And as to 
your Greatneſs, ugh ; why ory, I am, ugh, ſix times 
greater than I was too. 

Don Qu. Ah, ſhame on thee, thou art now leſs than 
ever A Flea- s a Creature of much larger Soul, nay 
and much larger Merit thou en, 15 ſordid Foo], 
the Man that's drunk 

San. A. as rot as a King; Gallabola, pct 

L Hiccoughs like one drunk, 
Don . 


0 
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Don Qu. Ceaſes to be all, thou Soul- leſs Inſect. 
Heaven what affront is this to Chivalry What 
ſcandal to thy Office! N 
San. Ugh——hang my Office, tis a paltry louſy 
Office an Office that, ug) Gadzoołs I am 
,,, 157 ci : JOE 
Don Qu. How's that, Brute? % weil 667 
San. And as for Chi, Chi, Chivalry, look ye 
the Man that, ugh, carries guts to the Bears, has a 
ber )“)“““ 8 
Don 2x. Oh Profanation ! Oh monſtrous Scoundrel ! 
This to my Face, -. FFF 
San. Nay, nay; look'ee, 'tis true, 'tis true: for my 
part, I ſpeak nothing but the trutb; and ugh——now 
am I reſolved to ſpeak my Belly full. When ye're an 
Anvil, hold ye ſtill; But when ye're a Hammer, ſirike 
your fill, Pop——there's a Proverb for ye too, 
Don Qu. What am I bound to bear for being rational? 
Poor Slave! this is the Wine, not him. e 
San. And d'ye hear, Friend, ugh, to be even with 
ye for all the Counſel ye have given me, let me adviſe 
ye, d'ye hear, to leave your Errantry, and go home, 
ugh ; for to be plain ——look'ee, as ye are, they take 
ye for no better than a Fool, Maſter of mine. 
Don Qu. Oh Dog 'Sdeath, I ſhall want Pa- 
tience—— Come, Sirrah, and mount preſently——I am 
your Squire for once, and will ſee ye ſafe to night. 
but to morrow, Raſcal e i of 
San. Mount——ay, come, with all my heart 
that I may ride away from — Chi, Chi, Chivalry. 
D'ye hear, Friend of mine, the Aſs thinks one thing, 
and he that rides him another; l'll get far enough 
from Chivalry, Gadzooks, tt 4 Or fn 
Don Qu. The Villain ſputters Proverbs, tho he is ſo 
ſleepy, that he can hardly [Sancho gers an his Afs.] ſee 
to get up. '1'll go now and fetch Roſinante, and then 
get him into ſome adjacent Grove or other, that the 
Company within mayn't ſee him. See the drunken 


1 


Slave's faſt aſleep already. 1489 Fes A 
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Sinnes. {peeping.)} Ah pox on him, there's no way to 


get by 


Lopes. I'll bark like a Dog, and try to fright him. 
„ ' [Barks like a Dog. 
Don S. Hah, what's this I hear? A Dog, [Don 


© Quixote flarts,] a fierce one too, yet none kepthere, 


nor in the Houſes round us; *tis obvious now this can 
be nought bat Magick: ſome curſt Inchanter here takes 
Sancho's part, on purpoſe to diſgrace me. But Dog, 


or Devil, I'll not fear to attack him: Therefore come 
forth, thou triple-headed Cerberus, that with thy Heart's 
Blood I may quell the Charm, and prove the force of 


my undaunted Valour [draus.] Not yet; nay then 


I'll drag thee from thy Kennel, and dare thy ſharpeſt 
 Phangs. {pulls aut Lopez flaring. } Hah! What art 


thou? Can Dogs that bark turn Men? O monſtrous 
Metamorphoſis? [Lopez is going.) Nay, ſhun me 
not, for I will ſpeak to thee, to know why thou aſſumeſt 


the Face and Shape of one I ſaw to day If thou art 
| Subſtance, 1 dare thee with my Sword ; or if a Ghoſt, 


that perhaps wanteſt Revenge, 1 promiſe chat too 


What gone! Thou ſhale not leave me thus; 1'll follow 
_ hoe, tho totheCenes, ot Ho 9 nt 
ll lopez goss out, Don Quixote after him, 


ines. So; 1 ſee Lopez is got away, and the Knight 
follows, bue muſt rerurn quickly ; for he can no more 


overtake him, than a paltry Village Cur can a light-foot 


Roe upon the Mountains But buſh, who have we 


here ?—hah %—oons ! 'tis the motl Squire, drunk too, 


and faſt aſleep. Humph, tho we have miſt our Deſign 


upon Roſinante, yet methinks that Aſs tempts me 
firangely———Gad, I muſt have him, and I think [ 


have a trick will dot but 1 muſt g back to the 


Stable for ſome Engines I ſaw there. 


1 4 ® [Goes out and returns with flake. 
So, he's at it ſtill, and gaping as if he were devouring 


Sleep by mouthfuls, Now dear Morpheus, let him but 
A | dream 
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dream that he's regaling with Buttock Beef, Bacon, 
Brewis, and ſuch like, and the Prize is my own. 1 
think 1 have done it now; wheiwh, wheimh—— Come, 
"_— come. {Props Sancho's Pannel up with Stakes, 
Land * the Aſs. * under iis and Exit. 


von Quixote returns. 


Don Qu. I'm out of breath with running 


him, leſt with my Sword I ſhould undo the Charm, 


, and triumph o'er his Art. I'm ſtrangely embarraſſed, 
i but muſt have Patience, Come, where's this Sot here 1 

i 
t 


I'll firſt remove him to ſome private hole, and then 
recount the Miracle within. [See: Sancho afleep on the 
s WW $eakes.} Ha! what's this I ſee? By all my Fame, a 
e ſecond Metamorphoſis—the Aſs turn d into Wooden 

Stakes. Hoa Sancho 


San. Another ſlice of Pudding, good Molly. 
[ dreaming, 


Dolt, Fool, wake. 


a Sanc. Hoa, Da hoa; noe 100 fat, prod De e. 
* pole, [Screws Scrambles np, aud 2 


Aſſes transform'd, and Dogs turn'd into Men, 
quell Dow Quaixote's Courage. No, ye Hell ſearching 


o, bound incircle me with Stygian nen. and Fiery 
gn Dragons threaten to devour me, 15 | 
= No Terror my 8 Heart ſhould chan; 


Or ver abate the Vigonr of my Arm. (Exit. 


# 


* 


Inchanter has given him Wings upon his Feet to A el 


: © [8hakes him, be falls to the Ground. 
i 


7 Don 2s. He's s dreaming he's at Dianer, "Wake, | 


„ Qu. Thinks the Aft is run from him too, inſenſible 
if what has befel by Magick. Oh Confuſion ſeize this 
Inchanter? what ſenſeleſs Tricks they play me; as if 


Crew, if damn'd Meduſa, or Infernal Circe, ſhould: 


; — 


- 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I. 
- Enter Don Quixote, Baſilius, Caraſco, and Quitteria: 


od tell us Wonders, Sir. 

Don Qu. Sir, my Life is full of 
em. No day cer paſſes me with. 
out ſome Accident worthy of Wor- 
der——This laſt was but a Trial: 


try what Metal I was made of... . 
Quit. And when they found you Proof againſt their 
Malice, ſhrunk back with Shame———Oh wondrous 
Power ef t: oihinchk $2479 nd 
Caraſ. Againſt the Charm of whoſe Heroick Virtue, 
Egyptian ſharp-fang'd Dogs, nor Ruſſian Bears, Tar- 
tarian Tygers, Lybian Cat a-Mountains ; tho one attack 
it with invenom' d Teeth, and t'other whisk about with 
Tabby Tails, can eber prevail a Joſt. 
Baſil. But what ſaid truſty Sancho, whom this ſtrange 
Adventure did moſt of all concern? 


Don Qu. A Sot, a Swine, drunk as a Bacchanal, pat 


ſaying any thing, quite drown'd in ſleep, his Faculties 
all doz'd, nor could my Wiſdom open his ſeal'd Eyes, 
nor ſound Inſtruction penetrate his ScullIl. 
Quit. A mighty fault indeed, Sir Knight, conſidering 
the Credit of Knight Errantry's at ſtake, amongſt whoſe 
Virtues cool Sobriety is ſtill plac'd foremoſt—1 ſee 
it has a little troubled ye; but come, I hope, Sir, this 
Evening's Diverſion will drive it from your thoughts, 
the Poppet Show's preparing, the Mirth of that wil 
mollif And ſee here comes the Bride and Bride. 
groom, Meſſengers I warrant from Don Gayferos and 
Malliſaudra, to invite ye to't. 


Enter 


4 my Enemies the Inchanters did but 
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<< -- 0 


“ wwm@cftyn 


Part 25 F Don Quixote. 261 
7 3 Enter Mary, / and Jaques. | 
Gs 


Mars. Gadfldikins, come awa ay Gentlefolks, the 
Motion's ready. Maſter Peter hath been ſo buſy within 
yonder, he has almoſt ſweated himſelf away with ſening | 
on't 2. Icod there's the pureſt fine things that ever 
were ſeen, there's a curious fine Poppet with a long 
| Train, -that's in Yellow——and another curious fine 
Poppet that's in Carnation — and then there's one 
with a little round Pearmain-face, full of Patches 
of with a what d'ye call it, a Commode cocking—4s 


b. were any Lady, or Dutcheſs, Icod. 
u- Jaques. Ay, and then there's a crumptious fine little 
al: Grntlam with a long Peruke, and-a long Sword, 
ut and about five inches long himſelf; ſo gliſtering 4 | 
+ brave, that if he were in another place, he'd be taken 
elf for a Lord by Conſcience ——Odsbodiins, pray come ; 
"ne away quickly, - —- © 
- 7 What ſays your Greatneſs; are your thoughts 
Ws at leiſure t imploy themſelves upon this Sport: 
are Don Qu, Madam, your Beauty's Servant ſhall wait 
ack on you-this moment; and the rather, becauſe I think I 
ith ſee Sancho coming yonder, whoſe odious Metamorphoſis 
1 from Man to Beaſt, is more horrible to me, than what 


I ſaw to day from Beaſt to Man. 

Mary. Icod, and there's my Mother with him too; 
get away Maſter Knight, if you love your hearing, for 

e's in ſuch a plaguy fuſſe about loſing the Aſs to day, 
that ſhe'll be as * as a Storm; I'll warrant you may 
hear her forty mile, if the Wind fit right. 

Baſil J. The Bride's in the right, Sir, therefore let's 
dodge em, tis no matter if they follow to the Poppet 
Show, there they'll be quiet and perhaps cauſe 
more diverſion, for they re both now in admirable hu- 
mours for't. [ Aſide to Caraſco. 
Caraſ. I'll ſtay behind a little, and blow the Coals; 
we hal ye the comical 2 on't another time. 

[Aſide to Baſilius. 
[Exeunt all but Car. 
2 | Enter 
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Enter Tereſa and Sancho drunk. 


| Ter. Don't let him tell me of Inchantment, and 
[in not what, the Aſs is gone by a mere trick, 


plain; and you, like a drunken Sot as ye are, to on it | 


| 11 odsbores, I'd have pinch'd his lockram Jaws 
till I had made him bray again, but I'd have bad my 
Aſs again, or Money, 
Sanc. No noiſe, Crooked Rib, no noiſe, as you hope 
to ſcape Correction. i 
Caraſ. I have ſome inkiiag f your Affair, 
Miſtreſs and truly am of your Opinion too dhe 
Aſs * gone by a Trick, and not inchantet. 
Tereſ. Inchanted, odsbores, no more. than I am, 
Sir —— which my Swine there ſhall underſtand when 
he's ſober, or he ſhall have ſuch a din about his Ears 
ſhall make him weary on t. 
| Caraſ. Harkee, the Knight's at bottom on't z I heard 
him fay other day Sancho was too well mounted 
and that Dapple far out-ſhin'd his Raſinantee. 
Tireſ. Why look there now, odsbores were I a Man, 
he ſhould have heard on't at both Ears, 1 faith but 
you ſee what I am yoak'd to there, Sir. [Mees 
You ſee what a Condition he's in—he could pour whole 
quarts to day down his ungodly Throat = but could 
not ſpare me ſo much as a Knipperkin to wet my 
Whiſtle, as the Saying is. | 

Sanc. Reaſon, Ini iquity, Reaſon I muft not 
let my Mouſe- Trap mel of Cheeſe ; he that lets his 
Wife drink of every Cup, ugh, and bis Horſe at every 
Water, ſhall be fure 0 have gchar of 'em good for 
any thing. 
Caraſ. Ay, but to 3 her a Kuipperkia, friend, 
Sancho, ſhews that you love to be a little in the mode, 
and don't value a Wife very much; who, in troth, to 
me appears now to be a very comely Ferſan, a hand- 
ſom mn and very fair. 

2 (Tereſa „i nher, aud Mr 8 A 


Sanc. 


tots: Sol,” a 
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Sanc. Fair, ugh, ay, ſhe's peerleſs Fair indeed; but 
d'ye hear, Sir, the fairer the Hoſteſs, the fouler the 


Reckoning; ſhe's a plaguy Devil for all her fair Looks. 


Tereſ. Too good for him that has her, Gravel-face. 


[lers and makes curſies to Caraſco. 
Sanc. How the Jade ſmickers, and mops and mows 


> Enter Mary in hafie. 


Mary. Good Lord, Mother, if you are not bewitch'd, I 
come away preſently ; Mr. Peter is juſt ſending out a 


little little Gentleman all in Gold, to ſpeak the Pro—— 


Pro, Icod I can't tell what they call it; come away 
with me, good now Mother, come away. 


e Saga IRR [Pulls Tereſa, 
Tereſ. Will your Worſhip pleaſe to go firſt? 
Caraſ. Oh no, I'll lead ye thitbhert. 
l »Exeunt Tereſa making mouths at Sancho. 
Sanc. Hugh, ſhe's very ſweer upon his Worſhip, 


| methinks—— ſhe gave me a ſcurvy look too, that was 
half as bad as calling me Cuckold to my Face. Or 


does the ſeraggy 


Quean deſign to give me Horns to 


make her ſelf fat? I believe the Jade has read the Pro- 


verb, that ſays, Change of Paſture makes fat Calves ; 
humph—Zooks I'll go in and watch her water. [Exir. 


Ky 8 Cc ENE It 


The Poppet-Show diſcovers one Poppet dreſs'd like the 
Emperor Charlemain ſeated, another like Orlando Fu- 
rioſo, and à third like Arch-Biſhop Turpin ſanding 
by. . On both ſides of the Stage without, are ſeated 
Don Quixote, Baſilius, Caraſco, Quitteria, Altiſidora, 
Jaques, Mary. Then enters Sancho, who ſits down 

| by Gines, who ſtands with "a Rod in his hand to ex- 
36 the Motion; then Don Gayferos enters as Pro- 
logue. ; 


- Gines. Gallants, and noble Auditors, in the firſt 
place, be pleas'd to obſerve, that before I diſcoyer wu 1 
5 | - | thoſe 
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thoſe Noble Perſons are that appear yonder in motion— 
I muſt inform ye that this is the valiant Don Gayferos, 
| Who reſpectfully introduces himſelf by way of Prologue. 
Come, Noble Knight, make your Honours and begin. 


condition. LAſide.] I ſhall laugh out. 


. [The Poppet bows to the Company, and Don Quix- 
odte riſes up, and bows to the Popper,” 
Don Qu. A Noble Preſence, and by my Profeſſion of 


Arms, looks like the Character is given of him. 


uit. The very ſhape and air of a Knight Err an 1 


warrant he'll fight for his Miſtreſs briskly, © 


Baſil. Oh like a Fury no doubt, his Whiskers declare 
% brand d Sn 
Mary. Look Mother, look; there's a fine little Man! 
there's Clothes! Oh Lord, there's a Sword! ' 

1 By conſcience that's he I told you of, and he 


& LEE 


Don Qu. D'ye hear that Raſcal that filthy Firkin 


there, Gentlemen, will do nothing but ſtink, and diſturb 
us: Pray give me leave to roll him out. 
Baſil. Oh! *tis: below ye, Sir, we conſider Sancho's 
Gines. Silence, Silence, pray Gentlemen —— Come, 
once more your Honours, Don, and then begin. 5 
ll boppet bows again, and Don Quixote returns ii. 


PR O- 


18 
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1 0 L 0 


þ b. find by the ſuns Anme, . 
That I'm a Cuckold, kind Spectators; 


Reſolv'd, for 1h honour of our Houſe, 
From Huckſter's bands to free my Spouſe : 
For tho I'd wink at a ſmall ſhame, 

A A Cuckold's ſuch a kind of Name, . 1 55 
Wy A Scandal fo againſt the hair, ' 5 

Dur Spaniſh Punto cannot bear: „ 

No more than you can, that ſit thin. 

Beſides, tho Female Plagues are common, 

Yet there-is ſomething frill i in Woman; 
Some ſweet alluring Jen ſeay quoy, 
Some pleaſing pretty tickling T); 

Mill make us venture without fears, —* 

Thro' Danger. over head and ears : 
Is this that ſends me to the Moors, 

To fetch her from thoſe Sons of Whores; 

And ſpite of all their Guards, d'ye mind me, 

To make her gallop home behind me | 

As faſt as ere my 1 2. can carry,  _ 

I: ve given my Word, 1. jt 5 merry, 

Ine Prologue, 


Givi The now, FIN PR 4 Ladies, i is fatiri- * 
cally merry, as moſt alluding to the preſent Cuſtom of 

writing Prologues. 
Mary. Icod, he ſpoke it purely: When ſhall we 
hear him . I wonder? 

Don Qu. Patience, patience, prithee go on. Friend, 

Altiſ. Gu! let me warm me by his fair Eyes 
let me ſit by him. his very Touch will charm. me. 

_ © [Ogles Don Quixote. 

Nuit. 1 vow now I'll lock you up, if you are thus 
unruly pray ſit ſtill, Sir, II keep her from you, 
ſhell fit in your * elſe. 


M | ones 


an Emperor! But hold, let's hear more. 
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- Gines. Be pleaſed to obſerve now then, courteous 
spectators, that he that ſits there with a Crown on's 


bead, and a Scepter in his hand, is the Emperor Charle. 


main, the Father of the Princeſs Meliſendra. 


Tereſ. Look there now, he's an Emperor, d'ye hear— 
I thought he was no P 


Mary, Odsheartlikins, mat rer I ſhould lire wo Fee 


Gines. And he that ſtands by him there, with what 


fierce Look, and Beard of Martial Overture Lis the 
very Scare-Crow of France, and Flower of Knight- 
on 
| Gayferos, who would fain have "tickled the Intelle&s of 
the Emperor's youngeſt Daughter Angelica; but ſhe, 


Errantry, Orlando Furioſo, Coulin-German to 


as great Ladies have their Fancies, rather thought fit to 
take up with Medoro her Page. 


Don u. No more of that, good Friend Her 


Quality is too great to be jeſted wich — And is 


that then, that moſt fam'd and moſt excellent of all 


our Order, Orlando Fitrioſo ? He was one of the 


twelve Peers, Gentlemen, the only Scourge of Rodomont 


and the Pagans, till he fell mad for Love of the bright 


Angelica. Oh moſt +> and Immortal Rniyht | I 


N thy Shoo-lap: 


Eines. And now af obſerve, Oentemen, the 
oy Countenances that both the Emperor and 


the Knight have, becauſe Don Gayſeros makes no 
more haſte to releaſe the Princeſs Meliſendra, who 


was raviſh'd away by Marfelius King of the Moors, 
and kept in a ſtrong Caſtle in Sanſuenna. And pray 


note how Don Gayferos enters, wearing his Couſin 


Orlandv's Sword Dirundina, which he had ſent him to 


fight, and to free his Wife with. Pray likewiſe mark 
with what Submiſſion he excuſes himſelf to. the Em- 


eror, and with what Courage he reſolves upon the 


noble Enterprize. Come Don Gayferos, where are ye! 
box upon ye, why don't ye enter? 
Don Qu. No curſing, Friend; no . curſit 19— Here 
the Noble Knight comes. 


Ba ſt . 


W 


re 
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Baſil. His Boots were not greas'd, I n with. 
out doubt tis that has made him ſo tardy. 


Enter Poppet Don Gayferos. : 
Leue Ay, or or ſiif-ſoored Bayard might want 


ſhooing. 5 


Tereſ. Odebores, here he comes again; now we ſhall = 
hear him claw it away, Mary. 


Mary. Ah, ah, fo: we ſhalt... cel, *%s the lietleeft 15 


tinjeſt thing for a Husband=———Icod, if he were mine 
I ſhould-aot tell what to do with him, unleſs 'twere to 


carry him about with me in my Pocket, But come, 

now let's hear What he Hays. © 
P. Don G. Great is my Sorrow, bigh and mighty 
Air: (To Charlemain. 


«1 That I this Journey did ſo ang. defer : : 


But this a little may excuſe the fame, * 

„My ſelf haye had the Stone, my Horſe y was lame. 1 7 

Caraſ. Ha, ha, ha— that was ſad indeed. . 
Don . Oh! and by my Honour Ag e Excuſe, 

and very -reaſonable. | 
Quit. Extremely reaſonable; for to have undertaken 

ſach an Enterprize in ſuch a Condition, and on foot 


Tod, might have very my hazarded the bappy Suc- 
ceſs. 


Don Qu. Right, Madam ; it may be ſo indeed, 62 
Mary. O Lord, d'ye hear, Mother, he ſaid he had 


1 Stone Iced, Im ſorry for that wich all wy 
Heart, : | 


Jaques. He would have but ill riding by Conſe vience. - 


| He ſaid his Horſe was lame too. 


Tereſ. Well, well; I heard what he ſaid well en | 
Hatk! he's going to ſpeak again,” | 
P. Den G. But now all ang are cuiting to 8 


My Horſe i 10 og before, and I bebind; . : 


* I'll free my Spouſe, ſpite of what- e er retards, 
From the curſt Mooriſh King, and all his Guards. 


MZ For 
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_ ©. For her Dirundina 1 thus unſheath; : . 
And ſpeedy Death to all oppoſe, Bequeath: 19H 4b 10 


© She ſhall behind me be on Courſer lac't, 
And if ſhe by the Pummel but hold faſt, 


* And you to morrow, Sir, by Five a Clock, 
6 Shall find her in my Bed withoue her Smock. 
| {Bows, af, 4 
Gines. Shall find hw in 1 Bed: wichout her Smock! 
"== well, Sir 3 foot: A yery good” Omen 
at. 5 | 
' Mary. Icod, that's. pure; hob, boh, hoh — =Did 
ye hear that, Mother } £4.45 
Tiereſ. Did J eee think I dd DIY, 1 | 
| — to like the Man a great deal better than 3 
di «Tho he 5 but little, there” 8 Mettle in him, 1 


© ['ll fetch her ſpite of Bars or Iron Lock; wings 


ſee. 
| Sane. Oons, Weh plaguy- Stuffs this Ugh, 1 
can't underſtand a word. on 5 not n Gks 9 8 
Nap, Gadzooks. 
Baſil. Now—What thinks ihe Noble Don n 

oze ? Does not your Brother Knight promiſe very fairly? 
Don Qu. Faith, yes; I like his Promiſe well enough: 
But to tell the Emperor her Father, that he ſhould find 
her in Bed without her Smock, that methinks wanted a 
little Decency——He ſhould have allowed her a little 
clean Linen to be ſeen in. 
uit. I confeſs I'm of the great Don — 8 - Opi- 
nion clearly; nay, it ſhould haye been very ine Linen : 


too, to ſhew her Quality. 


Caraſ. Ah, tis all one for that, if the; Emperor 
own'd her: A Princeſs i is a Princeſs as well without a 
Smock as with one. 
Mary. Come now, Mother—I wonder what s to 
be next, haz. 
Tere. Piſh, hold your Tongue; Maſter Peter will el 
us e. Et 


: >" 


* 
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SGines. Now, Gallants, be pleas'd to obſerve, how 
the Scene changes to a ſtrong. Caſtle in Sanſuenna, 
where the beauteous Meliſendra is imprifon'd by Mars 
ſilius King of the Moors; and caſt your Eyes a little 
| farther, and you ſhall fee him with her upon the 
Terras Walk, firſt making Love, then threatning her 
with Torments, if ſhe reject it; which ſhe, reſolv'd on 
Conſtancy to her dear Spouſe, contemns. Pray note 
dem, here they comme. ” 


| Tereſ. Oh Gemini ! here's | two. pure fine things | 
„% ᷑Pni Il! — 
Mary. Oh Lord, but one of em's a black wing 
tho; 1 warrant he's to eat the t'other for being ſo 
Seines. Obſerye how he ſeats : her, and now com 
mands ſome Perſons of Art of his Retinue to enter- 


tain her with a Song and a Dance. 


. 


1 


' Perform'd by two Poppers, one repreſenting a Captain, and 
| Pother a Town Miſs, To the Tune of a Minuet, 


5 Pop. Capt. 
5 Dee Pinkaninny, 
If half a Guinea TIES 
To Love will win ye. ” 
Me muſt be thrifty, © e 
*Twwill ſerve to ſhift ye, 0 | EET IVC TIA 


And I know fifty 
Vill dot for a Crown. 


a 


„ 
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Duns come 1 boldly, . 4 
_ Kings Money. ſo. ſlowly, _ 
That by all things holy 
IJ, all I can 2 
me I'm ſo wraps in- At 
The Snare that Im traps in, 


il 1, as I'm ima G,, nd wn par sf 
Y . Give more than wy Pay. 158 135 
| op. Miſs "_ v 
* 1 Captain / a tury en 
1 60 min your Plunder, "THEN 
n een oro 
50 dun dare be ſo bold. 
4 Thus to be making 1 
A Treaty ſo ſneaking, oO 
lh Or dream o 
41 My Fort without ,, 
Mi Cher Town Me 5: 
wi - May gape at Ten Pieces 
Yi. But who me poſſeſſes 
1 Full Twenty ſhall pay. 
1 70 all poor Rogues in Buff 
if Thus, thus, I firut and buff; „ 
0 So Captain Kick and Ca, 1 WE” 
L 8 80 March on your wa). £0: 66MM t # | ? | 
= —- To all poor Rogues, ce. We d 

2 Bj Marſ. Since your bright Eyes and Beauties of 
your Face 
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© Have ſcorch'd my Heart like any burning Glaſs, - 

© Think not that I will longer bear your Scorn, 

Or cheriſh theſe ſtrong Flames without return. 

Fy © Tf becauſe.I am black retards my Joy, 

. I'll come at Night, and not offend your Eye. 

b lik But if you ſlight my Love without Remorſe, 

c Rather Fen periſh for you, I muſt force, — _ 
6 P. Melif. 
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„ . Melif. My Love long ſince lockt up is given away, 
And of that Lock my Husband has the Key. | 
P. Marſ. But for that Casket I a Picklock have. 
P. Meliſ. A Picklock ſuits a Thief, Sir, not the 
© Brave. 


P. Marſ. We all are e Thieves i in Love 8 free com- 
© monyeal, , 
0 And know the Treaſure ſweeteſt when we ſteal. 
WM Mole. I know not what by ſtealing you may 
win, 
But thro? my Will you ne'er ſhall enter in. 
Don Gayferos my Heart muſt only have: 
- # A fam'd Knight Errant, valiant, bold, and brave, 
Don Qu. Ah—— Well ſaid, ſweet Lady——Now by 
LES, thou deſerv'ſt him richly. 
_ ach I ſcorn Knights Errant, and ſuch ragged | 
1 mps; | 
© Your's 5 Fool, and all the reſt are Pimps. „ 
Don . You're a black Son of a Whore, and 5 
lye; and by the Life of Amadis du Gau, were you 
and I together on a Mountain—= — 
|  Gines, Oh good Sir Knight be ee ed lack, 5 
Sir, the Poppet does not mean any thing to you, Sir ; 
he only ſpeaks the Words as they are writ. 


6 Don . Such worde as thoſe are odious and offen- 
ve. 

Baſil. That jeſt was rarely tim d. Fg ha, bs. * | 
Mary. Icod, I'm cruelly afraid for all this, that black 
Devil will ſwallow up that dear white pretty Creature, 

Tereſ. No, no, Fool; I tell thee there's no harm in 
him; he only means to raviſh her a little, or ſo. | 
Jaques. Ay, ay——that muſt be all; my Mother. in- 
Law has hit it by Conſeience. 


Don Qu. Go on then, Friend-——1 ſhall fee how he- 
behaves himſelf. _ | 


P. Marſ. Since then for Diet Conjugal you m_. ö 
I'll teach you how to chew the Cud alone: 
© In yon ſtrong Caſtle you ſhall guarded lie, 
0 And t to refreſh ye no one come but J. 

|  [Exeunt, he dragging her. 
M * Tereſ. 


7 
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ITiereſ. Look'ee there now; he ſays he'll MY refreſh 
„ Het 1 I told: thee, he would not eat her— — 
| Mary, Nay, then 'tis well enough. | 
Den Qu. That Mooriſh Tyrant, Mr. Peter, is very 
5 barbarous; 1 have hardly Patience with him. 
Gines. Patience—'Dſheart, this is ridiculous enough— 
. He takes Poppets for real Perſons, ha, ha, ba, ba 
Well, thus far you ſee how much the poor Princeſs is 
in Diſtreſs; bur now chear your Hearts, and lift your 
Eyes to behold the valiant Don Gayferos come prancing 
co Sanſuenna, to releaſe his Love and deareſt Meliſen- 
dra——You muſt ſuppoſe it now to be Night, and 
that by Inſtinct he has found her Window the North 
ſide of the Caſtle; and ſee how ſhe appears there with 
a the oe as ready to receive him. 
| [Popper Meliſendra comes to the Window, 


Enter Poppet Don Gayferos on Horſeback, 


Mare. Icod, hers he comes; this is pure now; I 
Tous he'll get her down, Faith. 
ay P, Don G. Look down, bright Star, if Love bas, 
| guided right, N 
2 With glittering Beauty gilding gloomy Night, hs 
8 oo and bleſs thy amorous weary Knight. 
F. Meliſ. Who 2 with Voice as ſweet as Morn- 
© ing Lark? | 
P. Don G. Tis I, my Lore, who come «from France 
Ain th' dark, 
. * My deareſt Pinkaninny to ſet hes. | 4 
P. Meliſ. Don Gayferos my Husband! 1s it thee? 
P. Don G. "Tis I, tis I, the trueſt kindeſt Spouſe 
That ever Marriage Mouſe- trap did ene 
P. Meliſ. Ah me! what ſhall I do? 
. Don G. Rouze up thy Wits, 
. © Andithro' the Window ſlide down by the Sheets : : 
| trie faſt the Knot, and when thou haſt done ſo, 
3 thy dear Tru will Horſe thee here Below? ; 


c þ Mil | 
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F N Pl venture Bones and Neck; for Who 
7 „% JJ TORRES NE BN 
My Deateſt Lord, would not be hors'd by thee? 
Don Qs. Brave Lady, upon my Honour, her Love 
and Conſtancy! Move me ſo, that it brings the tears 
into my eyes, I could weep for her ;w———Oh yex- 
ation —— is that Teazer——— ſtill there to plague 
me?? [ls gAltiſ. makes Love. ſigus to him. 
+: Quits This was a very paſſionate Scene indeed; 
— pray obſerye Altiſ. the little Rogue acts it rarely. 
Baſil. Ha, ha, ha,. ſee her, ſhe makes the rareſt 
faces at him. „„ eo ne LC ants - 
Mary. Hey Boys, hey Boys ſhe's coming Mother, 
| ſhe's coming down faith, 
Tereſ. Ay, and if the Sheet be but. ty'd faſt now, 
ſhe'll 'be hors'd in a'twinkling ng. 
Jaques. The Gentleman's Nag ſtands very quiet 
5 1 warrant he knows who he is to carry behind 
Sines. But now, Noble Spectators, to ſhew For- 
tune's Mutability in Love-Affairs, and to ſhew ye 
withal, the regular [Ingenuity of the Piece we preſent 
ere is to be a Turn —wbich is held by all 
to be a Beauty in Dramatick Writing; the Turn 
therefore thus explains it ſell. Come beauteous Lady 
 Meliſendra—>— open your Window, and come 


Here Poppet Meliſendra coming out. of the Window to get 
dawn by. the Sheet, is hitch'd by a Tenter-hook, and 


hangs half-way. 


I neither can get down —— nor ſtay above. 

. Gines,, There's the Turn now, ſhe was juſt falling in- 

to his Arms, and now is hang'd half way, upon a Ten- 
. 112 | M 3 5 CCC. 
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EET 


pP. Don Genf Why fighs-my Love? 
P. Meliſ. Alas! I'm hung i'th Air. 
bas own wich 4 ſwift 


c b. Don Ga L' cut t 

bY Lover care, 
* p. Melif. Ah, Sir, 1 not for the World, my K Knees 
de. bare? 


And ſomething may ondecenuly be! own, 
Lou muſt not peep upon, tho 'tis your own. 
2 F. Don Gayf. In fuch diſtreſs, 


"we the delt means 
mut prove; F 


I y * To fave your Modeſty, vil wink, my 3 


Gines, Here you may obſerve the modeſt Candor of 


ak Lady Meliſendra's nice Character, who would not 


ſuffer her ſelf to be unhitch' d, till Don Gayferos had 


„ 5 her upon his Honour to wink: De * ; 
that? | 


Cara, That was nice truly, and conlidering ſhe s a 


martied Woman too, very rare. 


Mary, Tcod; TII lend her my ee -bere 


Friend, pray give her this to cover her Knees a little 3. 


= =p coarſe, *tis cleatt. 
reſ. Piſh, nay, AA wn Mary let het Fey 44 
2 What, and let every body ſee all. Icod 


but I won't tho; don't you es how her Legs Rang 
| ſprawling there? Hete Friend, take it, 1 fay. 


[Holds out her Muckender. | 
- Gines. Oh thank ye, Miſtriſs, thank ye; but you fee 


| oh Knight has done the buſineſs without=—and now | 
there's joy on both ſides: Get up, get up-—quickly, 


ſweet Lady, get up. 
[Here Poppet Meliſendra gets up behind Popper Don 
Gayferos, and he gallops off with her, 
Mary. Hey Boys, hey boys, he has got her, he has 


got her; dog hogh, ſhe's. gone, ſhe's gone, faith. 


[Strands up, and jumps. i 
Eines. But for 0 this good "Succeſs, you muſt now - 


| hear the fatal Cataſtrophe z for by this time ſome mali- 
cious Spies have inform'd the Mooriſh King ſhe's fled, 


who preſently conſults his Chancellor, . of 
tate, 


* 


n 


N Giants bene if the Inchanters pleaſe 
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State, and Principal Officers of his Houſhold and Ar- 
my to fetch her back To perform which, ſee on 


a ſudden how they and all his Guards are ready, and 
he at the head of em, foaming with 20 Fark, hark, 
E 


pray hear what he ſays. And ſee how the Em- 
peror Gharlemain and his Party are, tho far inferior 


in number, yet to aſſiſt Don Gayferss, haye a EE 
Journey to meet em. ; 


Here Popper Marſilius appeurs at the jt of the reſt: on 


n and Gharlemain . the reſt on . 'other. 
de, 


p. Marſ. Follow me, Sirs, I'll fetch her back again, 


„And ſpite of th? feeble Power of Charlemain, 


© And all his reſty Knights, the Wench enjoy. 
Don Az. Ye noiſy bluſtring ſooty Fool—— ye lye! 
Here Don Quixote 7iſes up in à rage. 


For as a Brother of her Husband's Order, 9 
And to revenge me on your Fagan Inſolence, I, the 2 
=. Don 2 will defen 
ye all. 


her, and ſo have at 


Here Don e draws his Sword, and lier he is 
to fight with Armed Men cuts, flaſhes, hacks 

and demoliſhes the * All run out but Caraſco, 
and Sancho. 5 


Oines. Hold, hold, why, Sir Knight——mercy on 


me, are ye mad Why theſe are but Poppets, they are 


not real —— Oh! Undone, undone why hold, 
hold they are but Poppets, I tell ye. 
Sanc. What's the matter now? Hey——what, more 


fighting work } * I'll get out of harms way. 
* I Tatts 

Don Qu. Por ppets, ay pigmys too. und would 
But 
I think 1 have maul'd em, and the Lady" s at home 
7 this time. 7 . | 


- | Gines. 


N 
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Gines. Ay, you have maul'd 'em, oh that ever 1 was 
born my Motion ſpoil'd, my Livelyhood loſt; 


Oh, undone, undone, oh! [Howls out, 


Caraf. Bleſs me, what a Maſſacre i is here — What 


have you done, Sir ? 


Don Qu. Done, Sir! 1 | 

ines. Done, Sir? A and undone, Sr — Ol 
Lord! Vas there ever 500 a mad Pranke | 

Don Qu. Why, have 1 not aſſiſted the Noble Knight 


"Don Gayferos ? 
Caraſ. 'Sdeath you have aſſiſted nothing, | * "SOREN 


the Figures were not real, you have only confounded 
the Motion, 8 Poppers, and undone the poor 


Fellow here. 


mrs As. Humph Why then by my Renown | 


wuhougbt em all i 7 Ran and being very angry with 
| that black King there for his Iaſolence, have” "my Re- 


lief accordingly. 
SGines. You tbougbt. a that's fine amends for 
me indeed Will your thought mend my Mo- 


tion? ob unfortunate hour, oh! [How!s, 


Caraf. Peace, Friend, the generous Knight will con- 


ſider on't, and pay thee for thy Loſs. 


Don M. Tis 1 confeſs againſt my Order to do v wrong 
therefore c go, Fellow, gather up thy Fragments, 


and put rates upon em, I'll make thee ſatisfaction. 


Sines. Why, look ye, in the firſt 5 here's the 
Emperor Charlemain with his Head off: Oh poor Em- 
peror, [Takes up the Poppet.] I ſhall never get ſuch 
another, it deſerves a Piſtole as well as one Penny de- 
ſerves another ——— but Six and Eightpence 1 muſt 


have for him, thar $ the loweſt, 


Don Qs. Is this that Noble Emperor that ſo boldly 
held Paris againſt the Pagans? Oh, I heartily beg his 


Pardon, and am aſham'd 30 ſee him thus diſmember'd; 
Thou ſhalt have Six and Eightpence, Friend. 


Gines, But then, oh diſmal to behold ! Here's 


Orlando Furioſo without an Arm, and his nether Jaw 
w—here's a * for ye, here 's a Knight-Errant, 


a router 
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a router of Giants, and killer of Dragons, ſee how he 
looks — h diſmal to behold ! [Shews the Popper. 
Caraſ. Sirrah —— hold that up at a good rate, Knights- 
Errant are worth money” I wa 

Gines. I know't, I know t. [A4fide.} As for 
him, conſidering his Chivalry, I look upon him to have 
twice the value of the Emperor, a Piſtole is che leaſt, the 
leaſt that can be, and cheap too. 
Don Qu. 'Tis ſo indeed but prithee take him 
from my fight Friend, for I cannot look on the brave 
Knight thus hack'd without remorſe of Confcience—— 
and by his Fame I cannot help confeſſing, that I deſerye 
for thoſe two blows 1 gave him, to be ſerv'd ſo my 
_ ſelf; Buy'prichee. go en Feng. 
*  Gines: Then here's Arch-Biſhop Turpin——pox on't, 
I go to Church ſo ſeldom my ſelf, that 1 don't know 

how to value a Biſhop. NE i a Erb. 
Caraſ. Ha, ha, ha, what would I give Baſilius were 


. her! 


Gines. Then here's the Chancellor -and 
Privy-Counſeller to the black King Gad for- 


give me, one Without a Noſe, and rother an Ear 
ſnipr off, and three Fingers of his left Hand; let me 

ſee, a King's Chancellor and Privy-Counſeller 
1 ſhould have a Stateſman here now, to help to value 
t eſe. | | 8 95 2 1 os 12 1 1 85 . 
Don Qu. They ſhould be valu'd, tis true, by their 
don Peers -——- But come, make haſte Friend. 
 __ Gines. Why look ye then, nine Pence a- piece 1 
think one with another; for you know one muſt rate 
them according to their Honeſty, and as they are true 
to their Truſt.” -:.. 5:1 ? * 5 
Garaſ. Very reaſonable, faiti n. 
Don Qu. Ay, ay, tis ſo— but come, without 
praiſing more in particular, let's know what thou valu- 
eſt the reſt at in a lump, and come in and take your 
Money, : „ Crag. 0: 
Seines. You have gelt the King's Captain here too, 
maim'd aboye twenty of the Guards, and en 

| . their 


* ”" of! wy. 27 8 OO „ . A ne” 
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their Horſes ; Oons you laid about ye like a Devil, ſo 
that between Turk and Jew, if you'll pay for them in | 
30 lump, I think forty ſhillings more- will but juſt 

Don Qu. That makes in all mach about three Pounds; 
well, come in, and thou ſhalt have it Fellow, 
Caraſ. Why this is Noble, like Don Quixote's Cha- 
Seines. Why bleſs him I ſay, and ſend him to be a 

King as ſoon as 3 [Gines makes mouths at him. 
Don Qu. All this now was for want of heed and pa- 
tience. But we muſt do right, good Sir, we muſt do 
right, for here I was in the wrong unhappily. 
© - Fate ſend me far from ſuch another bra, 1 
Sines. And me more Motions, for ſuch Fools to ſpoil. 
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new Dairy: Maid is to act Inchanted Dulcinea 
Altiſ. is ready here for a new Attack upon him. 
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22908 $019; 


4er v. SCENEL 


Emer Balls Cables. Quiteeria, abt 
— N 


pet- Man 5 
Caraſ. To a Farthing, and is now 


17 5 N. 4 x55 void the intolerable Paſſion, as he 
calls it, of your Niece Altiſidora. 


ba, h a, {as he paid the Pop- 


4 retir*d there into that Cloſet to a- 


Qair. His ſculking up ſo cloſe ſhan't hinder our com- 


ing diverſion; for we have a new Plot upon him, our 


Altiſ. 1 intend to teaze him now with a whimſical 


Variety, as if I were poſſeſs'd with ſeveral degrees of 


and 


Paſſion ſometimes Pl! be fond, and ſometimes 


freakiſh ; ſometimes merry, and ſometimes melancholy, 
—ſometimes treat him with Singing and Dancing, 


and ſometimes ſcold and rail as if I were ready to tear 


Baſil. And then I have given order to the Loreal to 
ſupply Sancho with more Liquor we muſt have a 


his eyes out. Go you to your Peeping- place, and ou 
ſhall ſee ſuch a Scene. Fe” 


255 at Royal about the Aſs Os or we loſe half our 


ſport, 
f Caraſ. Time tough for that anon. Let your Niece 
act her Whim firft : Come, let's to our Peeping- Hole, 
T hear him moving within. 

en, all but W who knocks at the Door. 


Don Ne: 


Fe. 


bs . 3 
2 * * I — 
— ne I i — oy A 4 _ - 
— Pa — — = . D 0 — "- * * — ho — A 7 *. 
— — 2 ———_ ; ö — == a6 2 f * 2 io. 
—- Fe -< 8 8 - | — Rm, F FLAPTY -: ” ; 7 Fe 
— * . 1 © erty - 2 85 
* > IO CR m_—_ = 123 - p — _ — 

A T . . 5 — * — 

— — — * . 
3 - — , | * =—L * — —_— — — Tr pay mas 2 8 
—— - . * ä 1 = — 
, * 


— 
— 
— * 
— 
— 


i 
* » * 
3 i 
vm 143 
- N ; 8 
$ 13 a 
F 1”: 
"KIN! : 
79 
12 
1 7 
"1544. 144 
4 "3 
' 5 * | 
9' 
1 E 
1128 
3 *Fþ a 
þ 12088 2 
iþ { | 
az 74, * © 
O88 +1 38 1 
3 * 7 
4 41% 
$4; IF, o 
N N 4 
Z 
1 
ie 
3 


86 -The''Comical Hibory 


Don Wai wit hin. What Boldneſs dares me e from 
my eats, gonad r 


N What art thou ? Speak, 


Altiſ. A Votary of Love; ip 


Fond as the Lids that cloſe thoſe precious Eyes, 
From n hege, tho Sun be miſling, Day does riſe. 


Enter Don Quixot andreſid in his Night-cap. 
Don Qu. Oh luckleſs Maid * : IE, doſt thou: follow 


| mi +: 


Alf. I « can't help i it, ye weer, feet Honey Man 
ou. 
/ Don Qu. Thou talkſt erroneouſly —1 am not 


| ſweet; none of our buſtling Order can be ſo nor 
am, nor ever was, a Honey-pot : I've not a drop of 
Honey, Child, about me. Man's but a bitter ſort of 
Animal. 


If he be brave and honeſt, he may 
„ Virtues ſweet, tho he's bimſelf not 


= Amber 


Atiſ. Ah-——me——Muſt I ne'er hope then to find 
Grace in thoſe ador'd black Eyes? _ 

Den Qu. Grey, grey — Another notorious Miſtake 
— my Eyes are grey as Grimalkin——Bleſs me! How 


blind is Love? 


Alliſ. Grey let them * then; they. are ewinkling fill, 


and in their Sockets, like two farthing, Candles, bura 
out themſelves, and leaye poor me in Darkneſs. 


Don Qu. Ha! there's another ſign now, how 


much the poor Creature's Senſe is diſturbd her de- 


fect in Simile; ſhe would elſe have put in Tapers of 


Four in the Pound For to ſay my Eyes are like 
: Farthing Candles, is but a diminutive Compliment, 


Aliiſ. Death, Dungeon, . Darkneſs, Furies, Fate, and 


5 Fire! What's in him that can cauſe this Wrack within 


me ? For now I conſider better, and look on him, he's 


not handſom a bit; nay, by my Virginity {Here ſhe 
farts into her freakiſh Fit] not tolerable, nor ſo ſweet 
as a Dock. leaf, nor fo cleanly, as a Win new pubs 
— - his "oe aukyard and . 


Don Qs. 
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Don Qu. So. 1 „ 
Altiſ. And his Face — ugly and abominable. 
Don . Very good fg look'd Eaſtward laſt Mi- 

nute, but now ſome little Cub Devil ſits upon the Fane 

of her Fancy, and turns it Norther x. 
Altiſ. And then for his fooliſh Profeſſion, his Knight- 

%% VTV Si 
Altiſ. Tis the moſt abſurd, the moſt ridiculous, the 
moſt....hah! What am I ſaying? [Here ſhe turns in a 
very Paſſionate Tone.) O mighty Love, forgive me; 1 
lye, L lye, I lye, I lye; he is handſom, he is ſweet, he 

is clean; his Wit is admirable, his Profeſſion glorious, 
his Shape adroit, and graceful as a Hero's; his Face ſe- 

rene, and charming as a Cherubin, „ 

Don Qu. Hey——ſhew me, thou fam'd and skilful 


Mariner, the Face of the unfathom'd Gulph of Florida, 


where Winds from all the Corners of the Globe, by 
fickle Nature change their Courſe each moment, and 
I' ſhew thee this other Gulph of Woman -— Young 
as ſhe now appears, yet right, right Woman. Vo- 
man, that like the Satyr in the Fable, can with the ſelf- 
fame Breath blow hot and cold, 5 
Altiſ. Ah muſt then, Dulcinea — have ye all? 
bat Parts has ſne beyond me: — look in 
my face ls it not pretty. 


Don Qu. Compar'd with hers, a Pebble to a Diamond 
I Virgin indeed thou art like her, and —— 
Aliiſ. Younger I'm ſure by far. Perhaps too 
young; but Pl] fo ſwell my Breaſts, and heave and fall, 
and mould 'em with my Hands to make em grow 
pull down my Stays, that they may ſhew themſelves, 
and jett it up and 52 Jetts up and down the Stage] 
Pray mind me, Sir, to ſhew my Shape and Air; that, 
as the Loadſtone does the obedient Iron kßxv 
ſhould draw by force to me all Hearts but yours ——— 
© _ »  Sighs, and looks amourouſly on him.] 
Don Qu. Thus will it be where-ever I reſide——If 
Women chance to ſee me: There is a Saying old and 
very famous, That when a Man's a Fayorite of the 1 5 
5 | . 
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he has been wrapt up in his Mother's Smock. Sure 
mine, to make me charm thus, flead her ſelf, and made 
me Blankets of her very Skin. 

Aliiſ. Has Dulcinea Legs? VI! lay ten Duckets that 
mine are ſtreighter; for if Fame lye not ſhe had the 
Rickets once, and hers are crooked; her Feet too big 
and ſplay, as I have heard, and turn in like a Mawkin's 
at a Boarding - School. But look how ſmall mine are, 
like little Mice. [ Shews her Feet.} And had I leave to 
| ſpeak of other matters ah, Sir 


Don S. By Fame, if I don't curb her, the Creature 


3s e eee 


Ali. She may boaſt of gaining ye by her rare Qu- 


ities ; ; but, Sir, did I but ſnew 
Don DUM No, Maid 3 NO ſhewing— will con- 


deive things well of ye without it. tis as ſaid 


Oh ſtrong effect of Paſſion! 


Altiſ. I mean ſome rare perfections of the Mind, as 


lt as Graces of the Body, Sir. Come now, you ſhall 
ſee me fing and 1 and how far I excel dull Dul- 


cinea. „ ee. Altilidora oe ings. 


" a Five Movements. 


1. Movement, s 0 M Roſy Bowers, where Jo the 


God of Love, 
. Hither ye little waiting Cupids fly, 


Teach me in 1. malodiuus Strains 10 


a mee, 
Love. with tender Paſſion my Heart s- darlin 
i 
e . Soul of Muſick rune my 
Poice 


E win dear Strephon, who my Sol 2 


— 


2. Movemiant, Or 75 more. influencing, Fan Ke 
| Be doing ſomething airy, 
With a Hop and a Bound, © > M 

And a Frist from the round, 
I'll trip, trip like a Fair. - 


| 


45 


0 1 No, no, T freight run mad, . 
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As uhen on Ida dancing 1 
Mere three Celeſtial Bodies, 
With an Air and a Face, 
And a Shape and a Grace, 3 
111.1». Let me charm like e s cell | 


3. Mare, flow. 4h '; "Tis in vain, "is all, 11 all in vain, 


Daath and Deſpair muſt end the fatal 
Pain; | 


Cold, cold Deſpair alba, like Snow and 
Rain, 


Fall; on my Breaf : "Bleak Winds in Nm 

| _ peſts blow, 
Melancholy, My Veins. all "ſhiver, and Fingers n 30 
My Pulſe beats a dead March for loſt Re- 


poſe, 1 
Aud to a ſolid lump of es my Poor fond 
Hart 15 frx s. 


= 


232 — y 2 — — — — 
— a 
Eon — IIA, nr 
- n Ki age. 
- 


4 Movement, or ſay, ye Powers, my Poder to crown; 

bHhall I thaw my ſelf, and drown 
Amongſt the foaming Billows, — © 
Paſſion. Increaſing all with Tears 1 ſhed . 
on Beds of Ooxe, and Cryſtal Pillows, | 
Tay down my n. Head? 


— 


e Thas ſoon my Heart will warm; 

15 hen once the Senſe is fled, 

n Tove * no . to harm. 
r Wild thro the Woods I'll fly, | 
— . And dare ſome ſavage * 1 1 5 

A thouſand Deaths Ell die, + K e 
eee in ane as. vo! todos” 
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Don Qu. This I confeſs, another Heart might charm, 
but mine is conſtant as the Northern Star——and 
Dulcinea only muſt enjoy itt. 
LL 02 + » Tf She pauſes, and then frowns, 
Aliſ. Let her enjoy it then, and ſome ten Thouſand, 
ſome fifteen Hundred, fourſcore and odd Furys, take 
her for her pains; but I'll not die however No, 
hear me, Don Bullet-bead ; thou Jack-a-lent, fit to 


hang on a Sign Poſt; thou Skeleton of Barber- Surgeons. 


Hall; thou Walnut-colour'd, lean-jaw'd Head of a Baſe. 
Viol thou Baboon on Cock-Horſe, fit only to 
Tide before the Bears; thou 'maim'd, miſerable, miſ- 
chievous, mouldy, mangy, Maggot-eaten Monſter ; thou 
poor, paltry, pimping, putrefi'd, proud, Penny. leſs 
Puppy, hear me. Merlin is coming, he'll revenge all 
my Wrongs; I ſee him there in Viſion, and Dulcinea 
Who ſpite of thee; ſhall be enchanted ſtill, 
And fo thou wither'd Eel-skin tuft, farewel. 
[Merlin and Dulcinea riſe ou o Stage. 
Don Qu. Why, what a Hurricane of Extravagancy is 
there in Woman, when ſhe's once enrag'd hut 
hold, either my Senſes fail me, or Dulcinea greets my 


Eyes indeed Tis ſo, and the immortal Merlin with 


. 


7 - 


1 her. Cou'd then that little paſſionate Imp ſpeak Truth? 


Dual. To fricaſee thy Soul, thou dull Performer of 
Womens buſineſs, when there's moſt occaſion; and to 
dine upon thee, if 1 could get leave of my Reverend 
Keeper here, to have my Wiſh and Diet that I long 
for: Is this the Honour of Knight-Errantry, to promiſe 
and not do? Oh moſt diſhonourable! Was I not to be 
freed from my Enchantment by ſome few Laſhes laid 
on lazy Sancho? Yet to thy laſting ſhame, the Debt's 
not paid yet, when tho he might & reſty ———yet 2 
Lover, as thou pretend'ſt to be might have en- 
gsa g'd him, or at leaſt have, from its Covering, ſtript 
thy own tough Hide, and with a Horſe - whip or ſtrong 
Bridle-Reins, have given thy ſelf five hundred Ine by 

| | Proxy, 


O gracious Higures What do ye intend? : 
ri 


Conde hicher, n have bad a Viſio jolt RoW 
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Proxy-z-this had: begun a means for my Releaſement : 
but on the contrary, I have a Rival here; and Dulcinea 
is no more remembred than the old Boots are when they 
leſt off. Well, ſince tis ſo, farewel Ingrate for mul 
I'll to my Cave agen, far under ground — 
Chaw Roots and Acorns, and inchanted lie, 
Worm-eaten Knight and muſty Squire defy; 
And wiſh they both were hang'd, wy ſo goodd'ye, 4 
LDeſcends. 
* As. Stay, Princeſs, ſweet ſurpdiniog Viſion, ſtay: 
1 have been much to blame in not performing, by my 
Authority, dull Sancho's Task which when I meet 


him next, ſhall trebly make amends; and ſee bleſt For- 


tune ſets him before my Eyes this very moment, but in 
a vile Condition Drunk — no matter; that may 
now chance to be convenient to maln bim bear his | 


TIVES -Penance better. 75 
20 a f | Enter Tereſa, and Sancho. | 


Tereſ. Here he is, and rn begin wich him firſt my ſelf 


| ——here's a foul Houſe as one may ſay in a twinkling, _ 


the whole Family is together by the ears already 
the Aſs was loſt yeſterday, and Maſter Caraſco tells us 
your Worſhip can tell within a mile of an Oak where 
he is and now the new-married Couple have loft 
their Purſes that were given em, no one knows how, 
and they believe each other is the Thief; there's a foul 
Houſe within yonder. 
Don Qu. Prithee Voman leave me, 7 prat | thou 
to me of Purſes and of Aﬀes? I cannot hear theſe vulgar | 
matters now Sancho, a word, 
Tereſ. Vulgar Matters. nay, then let x me tell ye, : 
as yulgar as the matter is, your Worſhip is ſhreudly 
ſuſpected to have a hand in and that the Abs, 99 
you are not far off one another. | 
Don Qs, Alas I hear thee not, nor Mint KAR 


[To Tereſa. 


| of 
1 5 
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of Dede hes torn my heart in kiece.—ihe 
complains Sancho FY 3 

Sancho. Look ye, Maſter, — let's 
divide things equally, ugh ; Dulcinsa—is Jour Friend, 
and Dapple is mine. 
Don Qs. Still muttering be Dajple bat dof 
2 77 mean, why _ thou clog my ears with thy ſtrange 

2 | 

274. Your ears, Odzlidikins I'll be drumming there 
this Mofith unleſs we have the Afs-———you need not 
have put this trick — oy Husband bas not got fo 
much in your Service. 
Sancho. Well ſaid, 5 e thou rt 
in the right, and dye ear, "Sir, as great as you are, 
remember this, the Nightingale and Cuckoo ſing both in 
A Month, [therefore let Dapple be produc'd What, 
I am not grown ſo rich with being a Squire, but I can 
miſs em, when any of my Goods are purloinꝰd 
Better have a Mouſe in the Pot, than no Fleſh at all 
were, e was a conſiderable Moveable. 

Tereſ. 1 am ſure, if I had brought him forth 
could not have been more careful of him and 
therefore Odsbores , bring him again, and quickly, 1 
you fhall hear ſuch: -a-noiſe [Noiſe within. 
I muſt be gone now to make peace been Mary and 
Her Husband, whom IThear in a filthy ſquabbleyonder 
—— But if Dapple be not forth- coming againſt I come 
back again—— the 5 Sea ſhall be qa: - to me. 
2 Exit Tereſa. 
Don Qu. Was ever ſuch a Couple Jom d as theſe; 
one's drunk and dos'd, t'other bewitch'd, and mad? 
— hut at this juncture I muſt bear wich all and 
as I was telling thee, Sancho, the beauteous Dulcinea 
complains as well ſhe may, of our remiſſneſs to 
Her, that thou haſt not yet given thy ſelf the Laſhes 
nor I ungrateful have refreſht thy memory 
But come, five hundred I expect this moment———the 
Place is as it ſnould be, ſtill and proper, thy Doublet 
too unbutton'd ſeems conſenting and 1 my ſelf wil 

help thee to unſtrip. | 


Sancho, 


N 
$6, 
N 
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Sancho. Strip—yes, yes, you are | od at {trip l . 
my Wife ſays you have ftrip'd me 5 Davhle lady | 
——and if you can, ſtrip me of my Doublet too: gad- 
zooks you ſhall ſtrip me of my Skin, and chat will be 
S > ___ y 3 
Don Qs. No, fleaing will be over-doing it. ſome 
brisk {mart Laſhes to the blood or fo, will ſerye to 
diſinchant the Princeſs, and thoſe thou haſt already giyen 
J - 75 O20 e 1 
Sane, Ay——ugzh, that may be but there's 
difference between a Word and a Blow, Seignor—— 
Beſides, I promis'd for a Government worth ſomething 
Now my Government happening to be worth no- 
thing, my Promiſe is void in L. : 
Don Qu. Come, 11! bear JOSEY. Han, to honour 
the * III take off fifty from thee, and flaug 
Performance, as you fay, Fil help you to unſtrip, if 
you pleaſe . but by thinking to have me curried, is a 
malignant deſign upon my Perſon; come, come, Sir, 
'tis a hard Winter when one Wolf eats another: if 
Dapple had been here, and Promiſes perform'd—— 
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11 ſome Laſhes might have followed; but how —_ 
* Don Su. What now, ungrate fun? 
oy Sanc. Why now I ſhall ſay unto my Buttocks 


"WM ugh, Friends of mine ſit ye down in a whole skin—for 
ok if flauging muſt do yours and the Princeſs's buſineſs 


; all that I can adviſe is, to flaug one another. 
ro Don Qu. You ſhall be kick'd into compliance, incor- 


100 rigible Raſcal. ; V : 
aa . Sanc, Hearkee Maſter of mine — not a Word more 


and of kicking A ſmall Sum, look'ee, will pay a ſnort 


Reckoning; I am not fo much in your Debt now Dapple's 
gone — to bear that; and therefore if you kick here, 
as the Song ſays, were you as good as George a Green, 
I ſhould make bold to kick agen, 


7 2 Don Az. 


| 


: 
- 
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Don 2s. Oh Slave! What? Rebel againſt thy natu- 
ral Lord! I'll pound thee into Aſhes, 

| [Here they fight; Don Quixote falls, and Sancho 
„) f PUN G07 49: 
Suanc. Ay, ay, come on 


1 * 


many Words go to a 


| bargain—— Now have 1 great Enter Baſilius, Quitteria, 
an 


Altiſidora.] mind to beat him from a Knight to a 
quire,. that we may be both upon equal terms, - 
- Baſit. Wonder of Wonders! What's this I ſee? 


Don Quixote overthrown, and by bis Varlet too — 


Why how now, Sancho! d'ye know who you are 


pounding ſo? _ 


' Sanc, Why, he was for pounding me z and now you 


ſee the Dice are turn'd, I'm pounding him. 


[They take him off. 
Oh! I ſhall die to ſee this ha, ha, ha — 
Don 2s. Have then my cruel Stars diſgrac'd me thus, 


A1 What! the fam'd Knight ſwing d by his Man, 


 Rnight-Errantry ayaunt !—— forgot be DBulcinea III 


never ſee the Sun ſhine forth again = 
Nies up, and runs out in a Rage. 
Quit. Ha, ha, ha, ha; this is Caraſco's Trick upon 


0 


him: 1 find he has been „ Sancho; 


_ Baſil. Here comes the reſt of em, and brawling ; 


never was Marriage turn'd to ſuch a Counter- Scuffle. 


Mary. Come, come, ſay what you will, 1'll have 
my Purſe again; Icod, I won't be chous'd ſo 
What! take away your Wife's Money the firſt Week of 
her Marriage? Ah, Nicompoo . 

Jag. You chous'd No, no, tis am chous'd 


by Conſcience. What? D'ye think I'm blind? D' ye 


think I can't ſee how things go between ye? 
Tiereſ. Between us Come Son-in-Law, don't put 

your Afflictions upon me, you had not beſt; for tho 
I've had my Daughter's Concerns, I have never had your 
Concerns in my Hand, I'm ſure—And fay what you will, 

you muſt have the Money, or no body; and truly, * 
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ſhe ſays, tis a Nicompoop thing to be ſo dirty the firſt 
Week. No body robs their Wives the firſt Week 
they are married, whatever they do afterwards, - | 
- Baſil. How's that? Robb'd d'ye ſay? _ 

Suit. Of the Purſes we gave em, I warrant. 


Mary. Ay, as true as you are there, Madam; and 1 
never handled it but once ſince I had it. 
Tereſ. Ay, and I'd have it again, and upon his Knees 
too, or he ſhould never handle me as long as he had a 
Noſe on his Face, if I were as Ma 


Mary. Ne more he ſhan't, Icod "(clapping her Hands. 
Jag. Sbud, I think you are all mad——1 know no 
more what's become of the Purſes, than I know what 
I did before I was born. And if I muſt not handle, 
nor have to do with my own Wife, Mother-in-law, by 
Conſcience, that's very hard — Come, I'Il tell ye what 
we'll do, we'll go to the Cunning Man —— hell tell 
us which way 'tis gone preſently. 7% | 


$4 


| Tereſ. Do, do, Mary; ſince he's ſo crank about it. 
ö Mary. With all my Hear. to the Cunning Man, 
f faith——He'll ask the Devil, but he'll tell us what's be- 
* come of 'em—— And if I haye- but this, if eyer thou 
getteſt any thing of mine in thy hands again. 
5 Then tell among thy Friends once in thy Life. 
nr Thou foundſt a Cuckold wiſer than his Wife. . 
E OE 33 | [Exeunte 


- Enter Caraſco. 


— | Baſil. How now Friend, thou look'ſt as if thou wert 
of big with ſome new Event: what's the matter ? | 


Caraſc. Dſheart, we have carried the Jeſt too far, 
18·d the Knight is dying yonder——ſwooned twice at his 


ye Chamber-door, and is now got to Bed, and has ſent 
for a Notary to make his Will. He's troubled with de- 
put lirious Fits too; for I hear him often mutter Dulcinea 
tho Y ——— but againſt Sancho he rails E e . 
out Quit. Nay, this laſt Miſcarriage muſt needs ſtick upon 


will, J bis Conſcience, if he bas any, as long as he lives 
7, As Come let's go and comfort the Knight, See Sanche 
TIL \ looks 
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| ; tion. 


be falls to ſtrange Extrayagancies= 
to humour bim. 


looks wiſely now, this frightful News has made him 
ſober. [Exeunt Baſ. Quit. and Car, 
Garaſc. To beat bis Mafter Oh incortigible! - 
Sanc. Oh drink, Drink, Drink. thou deviliſh 


 damnable Enemy, that doſt more to a Man's Brains in a 
Minute, than all the Good they can recompenſe in his 
— Life-time: Thou Jordan of foul Juice, thou haſt undone. 
me I ſhall never get into favour again now nor 
into his Will I'm fure, and that's worſe — Well, 1'l! 

90 to him, fall down on my Knees, and if he does 


not pardon me——riſe inſtantly and hang my elf at 
the Window. 3 Tbs Drink! LExit. 


SCENE I. 


1 Quixote * Aſeoverd in Bed, Baſilius, Quitteria, 


Caraſco, Notary, and Servants ftanding * ; N.<-c 
enters cringing, and looking 7. neakingly. 


Don Nu. Remove my Pillow ſet me up a little 
ſo, [Speaks ſe aking and ſickly) draw near, pray 
Gentlemen What, Sancho too? Ah. thou un- 
godly Vermin. [Sancho cringes, ani ſhakes his Head. 

Sanc. Vl hang my ſelf, Sir] can do no more. 

Baſil. No faith ——thar' s pretty reaſonable ſatisfac- 


Don Qu. Egh, egh——you wonder, 8 this 


ſudden Alteration ; but this is nothing in the hand of 
Providence — Thoufands that are 'ftruck fo have dy'd 


ere this time Therefore pray wonder not, but ere 

I go witneſs my Wil——and ſo farewe! — i ye 

ready, Friend? 

| Notary. Yes, Sir, Yes; begin when you pleaſe, 
Quit, Methinks his Senſe is very clear now. 
Notary. For a minute or two, Madam but then 


I am only here 


ion 


Don Qu. Well firſt then——eph, egh — 


complimenting the Worms about my Carkaſe for *tis 


ſo 


act , ̃ AÜ' . 1 
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ſo lean and ſeraggy. that they'll have but poor feeding 
ive my chiefeſt Quality, my Knight Errantry, to 
_ the verieſt Idiot amongſt my Contrymen, that he may 
baye it in his head to conquer Kingdoms and that— 
may be heartily e it as I have been 
ickly, quickly, ſet it down, I fa eviſhly, 
3 1 do, I do, Sir. 3 e ee 
Now the Fit begins. 

Don Qu. In the. next * 1 bequeath my Valour, 
which in me was but a worſe ſort of Itch to all the 
Cowards and Faint-hearted in the Armies abroad, that 
they may fight with one another to the end of the 
World, without knowing why or wherefore. | 

| Caraſe. That is indeed——a very mad Legacy. 

Baſil. Satirical tho, if you mind it. | 

Don Qu. Egh, egh——Set me a little higher——ſo j 
my Conſcience and one half of my Brains —— 
I give to the French——that——they may learn to. be 
contented with theiz. own, Country——and: not leap like 
wild Horſes into other Mens Grounds, till they are 


5 ſecure their Neighbours are not Kong enough to laſh 
y em Out again. N 95 
* Quit. Theſe are, I confeſs, more than e common Le- 
1. acies, | 
e. a Baſil. Well faid again, 1 
Dan Qu. To all Stateſmen, Politicians, Privy: Coun- 
5 ſellers, and ſuch like, I bequeath my Integrity of Soul 
1s to-be an Umpire between their Gain and their Honeſty 
of that whenever they chance to boil over in 'em, 
d it may cool and allay, like a wooden-Ladle, when the 
re | Fire hath provok'd the Pottage into fury. 
ye Baſil, A Solon A Solon. I by 8 
Don Qu. To the great Clergy, and the ſmall 1 


give my Voice and Lungs, loud and ſound as they were 
at twenty — and a good will to uſe em often 
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gen they preach ſo faintly now, as if they were aſnam'd of 

jere their Trades, and ths Prieſt Joer at Church as often as 2 

| the Pariſh. (3 

out Caraſe. Good again; that was cloſe 3 too. 1 

tis Don Qu. I's all Knights of the Curtain, Court-fol- 4 
ſo 2: | lowers 1 
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| Towers, and fo forth I generally bequeath——the 
Empire that 1 propos'd to my ſelf to get, to defray their 
| reaſonable Expences, till they come to Preferment, 

Notary, This is ſtrange, I expected he would have | 
_ . Chang'd——before now. 
Don Qs. Give me a Tun of Wine there——Bour- 
deaux, Burgundy, Sherry, Champaign, quick, quick, 1 
grow thirſty. [Starts = pred into a Rage. 

Notary. Oh, now, Sir, mind him. - 

Don Qu. My Soul's upon a Spit alive——1 feel it 
roaſting — hark, it ſqueaks like a Lobſter; ſome Wine, 
| 1 N Scoundrel, 

[Sancho gives him 4 Bottle, trembling be drinks, 
Hum——hum——your ears once more, my Friends. 
|  [Mildly again. 
To all Old Batchelors, Drathands and Amoretto's above 
Sixty Five and upwarde 1 ive——humph——I give 
—- Whore and a Bottle, 
| [Throws his Night- Cap at Quitteria, and the Bottle 
at Baſilius. Mt 
that they may'nt loſe there Character at laſt, but die as 
they liv'd in their Calling. | 

Notary. I told ye there would be a turn, —ſee now 

he's calm again, 
Don 9s. To all Loyal and Wiſe Citizens that are 
married, I ſoberly bequeath my hollow Eyes, and my 
hearty Patience, that they may never ſee the ſprout- 
ing of their own Horns, nor grumble at at the payment 
of the King's Taxes. 

 Caraſe, That's ſoberly ſaid enough, I Finke, | 

Don Qu. You too that wait here to ſee my End, 
muſt haye ſome remembrance; and firſt to you, Sir, 
that are newly married, 1 frankly oive my lepid Age, 
and limber Experience, that by knowing the Folly you 
have committed now, it may prevent ye 1 from conjugat- 
ing a ſecond time. 

Quit. How's that, Sir Knight? 

Don Qu. Nay, nay, no noiſe, no noiſe, and ye ſhall 
all have ſomething— to you, Madam, I give and 
e and much good may" it do ye, my Chaſtity, to 

ſupport 


two Gallons a day of my Small- beer 
cool from ſtate of Reprobation, during his. Life. 


6 
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ſupport your own; for a Woman of your Age and 


Conſtitution— has not ſingly ee to 10 her ho- 
neſt, I'm ſure. 


Baſil. J. Ha, ha, ha — the Knight grows merrier as he 


| draws nearer the bottom, 


Don Qu. To you, Sir, that are a. great Scholar 1 
and Book- learned, I bequeath my Wit and gentile Air, 


to help * College- breeding for ſearch the Uniyerſi- 
ties, an 


are ſtill the aukward'ſt Block heads. 


you'll find this Saying true, 20% greateſt Clerks 


Caraſc, Oh, thank ye, Sir, I ſhould be loth to have 
been left out. 


Don Qs. Laſtly, to Sancho there. 
Sancho. Ay, a ſmall Purſe, if you pleaſe, your honeſt 


| Sancho, Sir. 


Don Nu. Dull, ſaucy, drunken Sancho, 1 do bequeath . 
to keep him 


Sancho, Small-beer, Oons, that's ſmall Comfort; : 
well, I'll go get the Rope ready, oh, oh, Oba - 


[Weeps and goes out. 
Dow On. This-is all, Sirs, there's no great need of 


| Executors, or S Will can walk alone, 
without Leading eee now methinks I would 
fain reſt a little. 


Baſil. Do, Sir, and to divert your Melancholy, and 


| cheer the fading Spirits, we'll treat ye with ſome. Muſical _ 


Performance ; you us d to love it, let em begin there, | 


Here follows the laſt Tutertainmant of Singing and 


* which Baatd, Don Quixote ſleeps. 
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A Dialogue Sung b Liſis 41 Altif- | 


dora, a- Boy and a Girl, ſuppos d to be 
Brother and Siſter. 


3 


n my | Deareſt Celide, 84 | 
T'ot her day I ask'd my Mother, 
Why thy Lodging chang'd muſt be, 
Why not ſtill lie with thy Brother 1 
Altiſ. 1 ebe well you did, -- 
And I heard too what ſhe ſaid, 
Liſi Yare a great Boy grown, 
Therefore now muſt lie alone. | 
_ To part us the Cuſtom of Modeſty votes, 
Unleſs both had Breeches, 
Aki. Or both had 4 Coats. 


Line 


1 Liſs, 4h ! Sha + miſchief can PRA be 
In theſe little tyny Breeches, —» 
That can part me thus from thee* 
Sure there's Whitchcraft in the ſtitches. 
Altiſ. Or what Devil here reſides, 
That my Petticoat thus hides; 
Mother laughs an hour or two, 
When I ſometimes ask to know, 
Liſis. Why a He, 
Altiſ. And a She, 
Liſis. May not bed at our Size, 
Altiſ. As well as two Girl., 
Liſis. Or as well as tue Boys ® 


C 
— a 
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W- 1 II. So”. 


Liſis. T will 6 ince rn 5 from you, 
Get a Wife as ſoon as may be; 
Altiſ. And I'll get a Husband too, 
Three times bigger than my — 
Liſis. Father to Mamma tells all, 
When in Bed they chatting fall; 3 
Alu, And when we are married too, 
We as much as they ſhall know. 
5 Liſis. The Secret will out, 
Altiſ. In comparing of Note; 
Liſis. What's hid in theſe Breeches, 
Altf. .Or e's in n Coats. e 


"En of both. - 


_ laugh ha and follow « our innocent play, | 
And kiſs, when Mamma is gone out of the way; 


For 1 fear, 1 fear, we ſhall cry when we know, 
: *Ths all that a Brother and Siſter may do. 


Baſil. He 5 fallen aſleep, remoye him out there foil, +” 
*twill either eaſe or end him, 


Quit. Tis pity he's condemn'd to ſuch Extrayagance, 
the Man has excellent Parts. 


Caraſc. And on all Themes, excepting his Nen fs 
Errantry, is moſt ready and acute. - 


Baſs l. Come, sweet, let's take the Air. 
 whilp I ewongh all great Contentments known, 


 Lodking on thee, am happieſt in my own. 
| | | [Curtain falls. 
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